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" Will you go with me to California and Oregon?" 
asked Artemus Ward, at the Kevere House, New York, 
one day in the summer of 1863. 

California being to me what the Americans phrase 
** an old stamping ground" — a land with which I was 
familiar, I at once assented ; for " Nulla vestigia re- 
trorsum" is not the motto of any one who has once 
trodden the soil of the Golden State, nor who ha^ 
once felt the luxury of life in a climate to which that 
of Greece is the nearest European analogue. 

"And then come home across the Plains and do 
the Mormons as we return ?" added Artemus, inter- 
rogatively. 

I paused before giving a reply. It came to my 
remembrance that Artemus had written " A Visit to 
Brigham Young" in a volume already published, in 
which imaginary sketch he had characterized the 
Mormons as " an onprincipled a set of retchis as ever 
drew Breth in eny spot on the globe."* Visions 

* « Artemus Ward, His Book," p. 77. 
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flitted before me of out possible fate in a city the in- 
habitants of which had been so abased by one of the 
intending travellers. The insecority of human b'fe at 
Salt Lake had been a frequent topic for newspaper 
paragraphs, and I had heard of an unprepossessing 
body of men in that vicinity designated as Tke 
Destroying Angels. As delicately as I could, I hinted 
to Artemus the perils of the enterprise. He. affected 
to despise all danger, and' treated my warnings as 
lightly as Don Quixote did those of Sancho Fanza, 
relative to the windmills of Montiel. That Artemus 
himself had some misgivings afterwards, if not then, 
is avowed by him in the chapter on Salt Lake City in 
the present book. No matter how the Mormons might 
receive us, it was decided to go ; and we went. 

For the information of English readers who are not 
familiar with the geography of the North American 
Continent, especially with that part of it in which the 
Salt Lake is situated, I venture to say a few words 
about the means of getting to the Mormon capital, and 
its situation, with especial reference to the route passed 
over by Artemus Ward and myself. Information rela- 
tive to Utah is not very plentiful, and the books on that 
territory are by no means numerous. The best work I 
have met with is that of M. Jules Remy,* and the next 
best *' The City of the Saints," by Captain Richard F. 
Burton, but both of them are descriptive of the Utah 
of full five years ago; and, while that of Captain 

* " Voyage an Pays des Mormons." Paris, 1860. 
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ISurtoB depicts the rosy side of Men 
of M. Kemy is, perhaps, written with a t 
toTy pen. It is extremely difficult, even 1 
territory, to learn much concerning it 
bitants. The physical features admit oi 
tioD, but its social life, the mighty infl 
are at work for good or evil, the curi 
which are solving themselves among a sii 
the exact nature of that strange plastic 
taking unto itself the form of a religi 
building up a community unlike any 
globe, are all points in relation to the 5 
little understood, and which they thems 
wish made clear to us, whom they 
" Gentiles." 

You can go to Salt Lake by crossing 
of Panama, or by being ferried across 
river. In proceeding by the former roi 
to brave the dangers of the Atlantic 
Oceans, and in going by the latter yo 
counter the perils of the Plains, includ 
mountains and very loose-minded Ii 
track of travel pursued by Artemus Wai 
was simply this : We left New York 
crossed the Isthmus of Panama by rail 
np the Pacific to San Francisco, then w( 
boat again to Sacramento, then by railroi 
and next by coach to Placerville, where 
our conveyance for what they please to c 
in California, but which, in England 
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describe as a spring-van, seated, with a covered top 
to it, and canvas or leather blinds on each side — a 
form of conveyance common enough in the States 
and in Australia, but altogether unknown, I believe^ 
in the British Isles. In a hideous apparatus of this 
description we jolted on night and day for six hundred 
and thirty miles from Placerville to Salt Lake City. 
Occasionally we obtained relief by being transferred 
fi'om the coach, as they would facetiously persist in 
(bulling it, to a sleigh, formed of rough pine wood, 
like a very broad French egg-box, far too shallow, 
with no cover, placed on huge " runners," and drawn 
over the ice by four gaunt maniacal mules, driven by 
a jovial Jehu, who regarded a capsize as the most 
ordinary of every-day events, and a roll down a 
mountain side as the most exhilarating pastime in the 
world. Six hundred more miles of similar coach and 
sleigh brought us from Salt Lake to Denver City in 
Colorado, and a third six-hundred-mile ride took us 
across the plains, through camps of Sioux Indians^ 
past herds of buffaloes, and past subterranean cities, 
excavated and inhabited by prairie dogs, to Atchison, 
on the Missouri River ; w^hence we crossed the State of 
Missouri by railway to St. Louis, on the Mississippi, 
and then through Illinois, Michigan, Upper Canada, 
and New York State, home again to New York ; ia 
all, a journey of over 10,000 miles, of which about 
7000 was by water transit, and about 3000 overland. 
To those who, seeking pleasure, contemplate doing 
the land route in winter, as we did it, I would give 
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the same advice that I think Artemus would, and 
say — don't. 

There is nothing that Aiiemus Ward has said 
about the steamer Ariel, in his first chapter of this 
book, which would not be heartily endorsed by nearly 
all who have voyaged in the vessels belonging to Mr. 
Cornelius Vanderbilt. The Panama railway he 
scarcely attempts to describe ; though a railway less 
than fifty miles in length, which you are charged five 
pounds sterling for travelling over, is certainly ex- 
pensive enough to merit a few passing remarks. On 
the Pacific side, the steamers are all that is desirable : 
they are palatial in their structure, well officered, well 
supplied, and well conducted. I have travelled by 
them more than once, and know nothing more agree- 
able than to lounge on the " hurricane deck" of the 
Golden City, or the Constitution, and placidly steam 
along past the green shores of coifee-yielding Costa 
Bica, the bold, rocky coast of Mexico, the arid 
grandeur of Cape St. Lucas, and the mountains covered 
with wild oats, which form the majestic sea-wall of 
California. In two weeks from leaving Panama you 
float through the Golden Gate and land at San 
Francisco. 

Artemus has been very modest in his book, and 
omitted to say a word in reference to his success in 
the metropolis of California. Here in England, where 
the days of lecturing seem to have passed away with 
the decadence of the Mechanics' Institute, it may 
surprise many to learn that at his first lecture at San 
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Francisco, Artemus Ward received over 1600 dollars 
(£320). And they pay in gold in California, a State 
law prohibiting the use of paper money. Greenbacks 
are as much curiosities there as golden dollars are in 
New York at the present moment. 

From California we crossed the Sierra into Nevada, 
more poetically called "the Silver Land." In the 
following pages it is spoken of as Washoe ; and by 
that name it was originally known when its argentine 
treasures were first discovered. At the present 
moment the name of Washoe is limited to a small city 
in one comer of the State. Than Nevada, I scarcely 
know of a place which would convey more extraordi- 
nary impressions to the mind of a traveller from the 
Old World. Journeying to it by the route which we 
took, or indeed by any route from California, the 
Sierra Nevada mountains have to be crossed at an 
altitude of full six thousand feet ; and in descending 
from the summit to the other side the coach glides 
along a mountain shelf — a perpendicular wall of rook 
to the left, and an abyss on the right, — to look down 
which requires stronger nerves than very many 
travellers possess. Used to the peril of the descent, 
the coachmen drive down the frightful incline at full 
speed, while the occupants of the vehicle clutch its roof, 
or its sides, and hold their breath in the anxiety of 
their terror. Far away in the distance gleams Lake 
Tahoe, once called Lake Bigler, after "Fat John 
Bigler," formerly Governor of California, but who 
lost the honour of having the lake called by his name 
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"when his political principles ceased to please. Seen 
as we beheld it, in the early morning light, and as we 
scudded at a mad pace down the mountain side, its sur- 
rounding peaks lighted up with rosy splendour, and 
its broad expanse of silent, lonely water glowing with 
silver brightness, I could think of nothing in Swit- 
zerland half so grand, nor anything in Italy half so 
charming. The lake is forty miles in length. We 
drove along beside it on our way to Carson City, and 
stopped to breakfast off some delicious fish taken out 
of its waters. Then came the ascent of the Second 
Summit, the first glance at the silver regions, and the 
scenes to which Artemus Ward alludes in the fifth, 
sixth, seventh, and eighth chapters of this volume. 

Mr. Brown (for such is the real name of Artemus 
Ward) has never pretended to be a descriptive writer. 
As he himself would say, scenery is not one of his 
"forts." Place an odd man beside a very large 
mountain, and let Artemus Ward pass by. He will 
see the man, and catch his peculiarities with photo- 
graphic celerity ; but he will probably fail to notice 
whether the background to his figure is a mountain 
or an open plain. Travelling with him, I have been 
many times surprised at the rapidity with which he 
grasped character, especially if it verged towards 
the eccentric. Were he a landscape writer — and 
why should there not be landscape writers as well 
as landscape painters? — he would have written at 
length of the wonders of that Washoe ride, and the 
glories of that marvellous land, wherein, to use one 
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of his own witticisms not introduced in the book, 
" Silver is lying around loose, and thefts of it are 
termed silver-guilt." He made a descent into the 
Gould and Curry mine, mentioned by him in the 
chapter on Washoe, and his experiences therein would 
alone make a pleasant story. 

New Years-day, 1864, found us both in Virginia 
City, perched up on the side of Mount Davidson, some 
five or six thousand feet above the sea-level, with a 
magnificent view before us of the desert over which 
we had to find our way to Utah. It was a pleasant 
prospect to look down upon. Nothing but arid rocks 
and sandy plains, speckled with Artemisia or sage- 
brush. No village for full two hundred miles, and 
any number of the worst tribe of Indians — the Go- 
shoots — agreeably besprinkling the path. We escaped 
by exactly twenty-four hours the honour of being 
scalped at a station west of Reese River. On the 
night following our departure, the noble red man came 
with his tomahawk and slaughtered the men who had 
hamessed-up our horses. 

The Reese River silver-mines have acquired great 
celebrity since Artemus Ward lectured in Austin. 
He announced the lecture as " The Pioneer Lecture in 
the Shoshone Nation." The admission was one dollar 
and a half (6s. English), and half-a-dozen Shoshone 
warriors, in all the glory of grease and red-ochre, clus- 
tered around the door of the court-house. It is hardly 
more than a year and a half ago ; Austin was then a 
straggling mining town of little more than a year s 



Introduction. xiii 

groYrib. At the present moment it is a city, with a 
mayor and corporation, plate-glass windows, and a 
theatre. Embosomed as it is among mountains, far 
away &om all other cities, a silver mine behind every 
house, and Indians sauntering about its streets, it is 
one of the strangest of the many strange citied of the 
new Western World. 

Coach and sleigh alternately took us on from Beese 
by way of Fort Kuby to Salt Lake City. It is a 
drive of very nearly four hundred miles. Grandeur 
of scenery and the novelties of the journey fail to 
compensate for the loss of sleep, the fatigue of mind 
and body occasioned by continuous jolting over rocky 
paths, and the inconvenience of travelling in an open 
sleigh at midnight, in the midst of a snow storm, 
knowing that you are some thousand feet up a mouu- 
tain side, and seeing no indications of any track by 
which you may reach the valley below. The stations on 
the road are miserable in the extreme. Sometimes they 
are mere " dug-outs," as they are called, excavations in 
which are stables for the horses or mules, and a subter- 
ranean den for the poor isolated wretch to sleep in who 
has charge of the property of the company. A few 
of the stations are square-built forts of adobe, or sun- 
dried brick, with an apartment in the corner for 
the keeper and his companions — that is, if he happens 
to have any. Where these station-keepers come from is 
a problem to the traveller. Tall, gaunt, dirty, with long 
untrimmed hair, shaggy whiskers, and innocent of linen, 
these pariahs of the desert lead the dreariest kind of 



xiv Introduction. 

life, devoid of all comfort, aad liable at any time to fall 
the victims of the revengeful Indian. Among them 
are found the disappointed miner from California, 
the hunted outlaw from Texas, the spirit-brokeu 
bandit of Chihuahua, and the exacerbated Juarist of 
Mexico. At a station at which we halted near Bear 
Kiver, and where the surroundings appeared to me to 
be unusually dreary, I remarked to the station-keeper 
that he must be sadly in want of company. His 
reply startled me, " Not while I can talk with Martin 
Luther and Daniel Webster." He was a forlorn 
Spiritualist from Melrose, near Boston. How he 
accommodated the "spirits" I know not, for the 
room was too small to hold a table, and a broad shelf 
served as a substitute. 

' There was another station — Needle Bock — to which 
Artemus refers, where the keeper was the most 
pitiable specimen we had seen of his class. His 
habitation was high up on a table-land of desert. 
The scene around was arid, sterile, forlorn, and 
wretched to the last degree. It was winter. He 
had to go two miles to a spring and break in the ice 
for water. We passed him as he was so engaged. 
Half-starved, toothless, consumptive, grim and ghastly, 
we could not but pity him and offer a few consoling 
jokes. His reply was, " I guess 111 get a wife this 
summer, and then I'll be better off." Poor fellow ! 
The bride waiting for him seemed to be her whom we 
wed with a ring of earth, and who has dust and ashes 
for her dower. 
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Stations serve two purposes. At them you change 
horses or mules, and at them you obtain meals, the 
latter of which purposes is effected in a mauner 
peculiar to the plains. Coffee without milk, and fre- 
quently without sugar, bread baked while you are 
waiting, and bacon broiled as expeditiously as possible. 
You know that you are coming to a station long 
before you see it. So odoriferous is the bacon that 
you scent it two miles away, and generally you prefer 
its odour at that distance. Fortified with strong 
bacon, frozen, weary, and yet jolly — for who could not 
be so with Artemus ? — we arrived at Salt Lake City. 
And what is Salt Lake City like ? Everybody 
asks the question. To rightly understand its position 
it must first be premised that it is situated on the 
great table-land of the central portion of the North 
American continent. Every street in it is 4000 feet 
above the sea-level. The Andes of South America, 
trending north at the Isthmus, break up into two 
great chains, which, on the western side of the con- 
tinent, form first the Cordilleras of Anahuac, in Mexico, 
and then the Sierra Nevada in California, while on the 
eastern side they form first the Cordillera of the 
Sierra Madre, which more northward becomes the 
Bocky Mountains. Between this V-like expansion 
is a table-land, on which stands the city of Mexico 
in a southerly direction, and the city of the Great 
Salt Lake more to the northward. The Mormon 
capital occupies the north-eastern extremity of a 
valley, and that valley is one of the most beautiful 

b 
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of any on the globe. Surrounded by mountains — 
the Wasach range to the east and the Oquirrh range- 
to the west, watered by the river Jordan, which- 
flows through it for twenty-five miles, and fertile even 
to a luxuriance of fertility. No wonder that the- 
Mormon leaders selected it for their Mecca — ^their 
Jerusalem — their Holy City. Dr. Johnson, had he 
seen it, would have made it the home of Easselas^ 
Visions of it, so the Mormons tell you, were revealed 
by Heaven to Mr. Joseph Smith, jun., long before a 
Mormon inhabited it. Mr. Joseph Smith is said to 
have related his visions to his disciples ; and Brother 
Snow, actor and " saint," assured me that he knew the 
valley the moment he saw it, from the description 
given by Mr. Smith of his vision. Whether the 
Mormons came upon it by chance, or whether they 
received information of its desirable character, they 
at any rate acted wisely in selecting it for their 
Tadmor of the Desert. The mountains which environ 
the valley rise to an altitude of from six to seven 
thousand feet ; shutting it in from the desert without^ 
and rendering it more impregnable than any fortified 
city. The passes by which it can be entered are few, 
and admit of easy defence. Mormons guard them, 
and the Indians beyond are unquestionably the Mor- 
mon s friends — ^possibly their allies. 

An erroneous belief prevails among those not 
better informed that Salt Lake City is on the borders 
of the Great Salt Lake. Such is not the case. The 
lake is eighteen miles away in a gap among the moun- 
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tains. It is so salt that three barrels of the water are 
said to yield on evaporation one barrel of pure salt. 
Nothing animate exists in it except a small insect, 
which amuses itself by practising saltatory exercises on 
its surface. As Artemus has elsewhere said, '' It is 
too saline to sail in." 

The city itself is built on what geologists term *' a 
bench" of the mountains, and overlooks the valley. 
Higher up, on another bench to the south-east, is 
Gamp Douglas, where the United States* government 
keeps about two thousand Galifornian soldiers to over- 
awe Brigham Young. But the Mormons are all mili- 
tary; and were a collision to come about between 
them and the American authorities, they would un- 
doubtedly turn out to a man. Whether they have 
arms enough, is not very well known : I believe they 
have. The United States sent General A. S. Johnston 
-i^ainst them during the administration of President 
Buchanan. The fiasco of the expedition is matter of 
history; but the oddest result is, that the musket- 
barrels of that expeditionary army now form the water- 
pipes of Brigham Young's palace and premises. 

No wonder that the Mormon believes in his faith, 
or at any rate that the poorer and less intelligent of 
them do. Collected from the uneducated districts of 
Wales, Lancashire, and the Scottish Highlands 
—from the shores of Norwegian fiords and the 
skirts of Swedish pine-forests — ^they arrive at New 
York, in most instances without money, and in 
themselves helpless. These are met by the agents 

62 
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of the Mormon rulers, escorted through the 
States and across the Mississippi and Missouri 
to Florence, in Nebraska. Arrived there, they meet 
the train of waggons and the great hand of guides, 
which Brigham Young has sent on to convey them 
across the plains and over the Rocky Mountains to Salt 
Lake City. Entering at length the Promised Land, they 
are marched to Emigration Square, and passed under 
review by Brigham himself and by the elders of 
the Church. There are those who aflfirm that 
during the inspection, if Brigham sees a pretty 
girl he " makes a note of it," and that, if any one of 
the bishops or elders effects a like discovery, he acts 
in a similar manner. Be this as it may, it is the duty 
of " the Church" to look out for the welfare of the 
new-comers, and she does so in what she considers to 
be the best way. No one must starve; no one must 
be idle ; no marriageable maiden must go without a 
husband, if one, or the twentieth part of one, is to be 
had. In two years, Hodge, the agricultural labourer, 
who never earned more than ten shillings per week 
in his own country, finds himself in the possession of 
a nice piece of land, a cottage, and a cow, while 
Mary, from Chowbent, or Maggy, from the Caledonian 
Canal, discovers herself to be the sixteenth wife of a 
bishop, whose other fifteen wives call her " sister," 
allow her to take care of their children, and trust to 
share with her, when they die, all the privileges of 
Paradise, derivable from their matrimonial participa- 
tion in their husband's holiness. Ask Maggy, or Mary, 
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or Hodge, whether he or she believes in the truth of 
Mormondom. Is it possible for any one of them to dis- 
believe, looking at his or her present prosperity, and 
being taught to regard the cow, the cottage, and the 
borne as " the blessing of the Lord" in reward for faith ? 

Contentment, industry, prosperity, and happiness, 
appears to the superficial observer to be the lot of the 
Mormons. The Canaan in whicli they dwell veritably 
"flows with milk and honey." Pasturage is rich, 
stock is good, fields are fertile, and there is a market 
for all that can be raised. The inhabitants of the city 
number about 20,000, but in the territory there can- 
not be less than 100,000 Mormons. The produce of 
field and farm not only finds a market among them- 
selves, but among miners in distant gold-fields, and 
soldiers in remote forts and outposts of the desert. 
Fruit grows in abundance, the apricot and the peach- 
tree bloom in every garden; the vine, the maize, 
and the sorghum plant supply luscious food and 
exhilarating drink. Every house within the city 
has one and a-half square acre to stand upon, 
while those outside the city proper are each sur- 
rounded with their eight or ten acres of land. A 
stream of clear water from the mountains runs through 
every street, and lines of poplars or clumps of cotton- 
wood, locust, or acacia, lend a grateful shade wherever 
shade is desirable. The crescent-crowned dome and 
the minaret for the muezzin are all that are wanted to 
give Salt Lake City the aspect of the Asiatic Orient. 

So much for the appearance of the city. Now for 
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its inner life. And here I tread on dangerous ground. 
We English are not very sensitive to the criticisms of 
foreigners, the Americans are more so, but the Mor- 
mons are most so of all. Say one word against their 
institutions after you have been among them, and 
they howl at you for your ingratitude and your want 
of courtesy after receiving hospitality ; albeit that the 
hospitality amounted to no more than you paid for, 
and you cannot for the life of you discover wherein 
you have reason to be grateful. Let me give them 
full credit for their virtues, and say that they had no 
public bar-room in the city, nor any gaming-house 
when Artemus and I were there, and that I am ready 
to believe, as they asserted, that the social evil did 
not exist among them. But on the per contra side 
of the question let me place polygamy and the most 
blasphemous burlesque of what the Christian world 
considers to be religion. In a cemetery at Sharon, 
Connecticut, is a family lot in which seven graves are 
arranged in a circle. Six stones commemorate six 
deceased wives of one gentleman, while the seventh 
and more elegant slab bears the affecting inscription, 
" Our husband." Whether the dead man was a 
Mormon or not I do not know, but if Brigham 
Young were to die, and his wives were to be 
arranged around him in similar manner, the circle 
would require the area of an ordinary cemetery. 
How many he has I do not know ; nor do I believe 
that anyone not a Mormon is informed. He owns a 
harem within his palace for those who live with him. 
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4incl calls it the " Lion House." The ladies — ^there 
may be fifty of them and there may be more — ^have 
«ach a room similarly furnished. No drones being 
allowed in the hive, all work, and make whatever is 
required for the use of the family. Besides these 
inmates of the seraglio, Brigham has a hundred or 
two others distributed throughout the territory, who 
are " sealed " to him, and who by virtue of the sealing 
process hope to share bUss with him hereafter. From 
what I could learn of the creed of the Mormons it 
appears to be one of their tenets that an unmarried 
lady cannot have a future state. The wife goes to 
Heaven clinging to the skirts of her husband's coat, 
And just as many as can hitch on he is believed to 
be able to take there with him. Consequently the 
man who holds the highest position in the church is 
the most sought after by young ladies desiring to 
be sealed. Heber C. Kimball has, I believe, almost 
as many wives as Brigham Young. Many of the 
^' saints,^' as they self-righteously call themselves, 
have from three to ten. Some are content with only 
two, and there are those who have but one. Among 
themselves they do not call it polygamy or bigamy ; 
the word for it is " plurality." 

To go to a party in Salt Lake City is a very jolly 
affair. I went to one where there were thirty-three 
young ladies, and only nine gentlemen. All of the 
thirty-three were, I believe, unmarried. The female 
element is very plentiful, owing partly to there being 
more female immigrants than males, and also owing 
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to the physiological fact that polygamy produces 
more offspring of the feminine gender than of the 
masculine. Amusements, theatrical, musical, and 
Terpsichorean, are patronised largely hy hoth young 
and old. A hishop thinks nothing of enacting a 
part at a theatre. Brigham Young's three best -he- 
loved daughters played publicly the parts of Agiaia, 
Euphrosyne, and Thalia, in the drama of " The 
Marble Heart." The performances at the play-house 
are occasionally announced from the pulpit, and the 
" Apostle's Ball" is attended by every devout saint 
who can procure a ticket of admission. 

Are the Mormon women pretty ? Many have asked 
me the question. Pardon me. Mormon ladies, while 
I truthfully reply. Some are pretty enough. I regret 
they are so few ; but it is easily to be understood, 
bearing in mind the sources whence the female popu- 
lation of Mormondom is drawn, that beauty is the 
exception, not the rule. With intellects only half 
cultivated, with the natural instincts of woman in. 
abeyance, and the help-mate of man degraded into 
the position of his servant and his plaything, can it 
be expected that the mind should give glory to the 
countenance, or Dante's '* Lampeggiar del angelica 
riso" illume the face of her whose soul belongs to her 
husband, not to herself? 

" And how do the Mormon ladies like polygamy ?" 
was the next question which everybody asked Artemus 
Ward and myself on our return home. Whatever 
their woes are, they keep them to themselves, and do 



Introduction. xxiii 

not disclose them to casual travellers. Some of the 
more strong-minded among them may consider it to 
be a commendable institution. Mrs. Belinda M. 
Pratt, for instance, in a published letter of hers, to a 
" dear sister," says — 

** The polygamic law of God opens to all vigorous, 
healthy, and virtuous women a door by which they 
may become honourable wives of virtuous men, and 
mothers of faithful, virtuous, healthy, and vigorous 
children. Do not let your prejudices and traditions 
keep you from believing the Bible, nor from your 
seat in the kingdom of Heaven among the royal 
family of polygamists !" 

Mrs. Belinda Marden Pratt is not like most 
women. 

" Do you mean to say that you could not love three 
wives ?" was the question addressed to me by a very 
pretty Mormon lady, whose husband was sealed to 
two besides lierself. " I am sorry for you," she added, 
" because it shows that grace has never triumphed in 
you." On inquiry, I found that she was the favourite 
of her husband, that wife No. 2 was a servant in 
the house, and that wife No. 1 lived in an outhouse 
at the end of the garden, and never came into the 
parlour of the principal residence. 

The best proof of the female population being dis- 
contented with their position is furnished by some 
extracts from sermons preached by Brigham Young 
and Heber C. Kimball, published in the ''Deseret 
News," and quoted by the Honourable John Cradle- 
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bangh, in his speech against the admission of Utah 
as a State of the Union. In one of these, Brigham. 
thus addresses his flock : — 

" Now for my proposition : it is more particularly for 
my sisters, as it is frequently happening that women nay 
— they are unhappy. Men vrill say, ' My wife, though a 
most excellent woman, has not seen a happy day since I 
took my first wife;' * No, not a happy day for a year;' says 
one, and another has not seen a happy day for five years. 
It is said that women are tied down and abused ; that they 
are misused and have not the liberty they ought to have ; 
that many of them are wading through a perfect flood of 
tears, because of the conduct of some men, together with 
their own folly. 

'^ I wish my women to understand that wbat I am going 
to say is for them, as well as for all others, and I want 
those who are here to tell their sisters that I am going to 
give you from this time to the Sixth day of October next 
for reflection, that you may determine whether you wish 
to stay with your husbands or not, and then I am going* 
to set every woman at liberty, and say to them — ' Now 
go your way ; my women with the rest, go your way.' And 
my wives have got to do one of two things : either round up 
their shoulders to bear the afflictions of this world and 
live their religion, or they may leave ; for I will not have 
them about me. I will go into heaven alone, rather than 
have scratching and fighting around me. 

" Sisters, I am not joking. I do not throw out my 
proposition to banter your feelings, to see whether you 
will leave yom* husbands, all or any of you. But I do 
know that there is no cessation to the everlasting wMnings 
of many of the women in this territory; and if the women will 
turn from the commandments of God and continue to de* 
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spise tbe order of heaven, I will pray that the curse of the 
Almighty may be close to their heels, and that it may he 
following them all the day long. And those that enter into 
it and are faithful, I will promise that they shall be queens 
in heaven and rulers to all eternity." — Deseret News, Sept 
21, 1856. 

Than the above extract no better authority could be 
adduced for the statement frequently made that the 
women of Utah are unhappy. In what light they are 
regarded by the men may be judged from the fact 
that Heber C. Kimball, the next in office to Brigham, 
frequently mentions his wives by the endearing appel- 
lation of his " cows !" 

What will become of this strangely constituted 
imperium in imperio which Mormonism has built up 
in the heart of the American desert and under the flag 
of the United States is for the future to make evident^ 
The generality of the Mormon population seem finnly 
to believe that they are to be the ruling race in 
America, but whether the leaders and principal men 
honestly think so is very doubtful. In the event of 
another hegira, rumour points to the Sandwich 
Islands as the place where Mormonism will yet more 
fully develope itself. 

One fact relative to Salt Lake City deserves to be 
noticed, as it is very indicative of the present state of 
intellectual culture among the inhabitants. When 
Artemus was there, I could not find a book-shop in 
the whole place. The nearest approaches to one were 
some very old books at a grocery store near the hotel. 
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and the store kept by W. W. Phelps, whose name 
occurs in the following pages. A notice in the window 
of the latter informed the passer-by that dried apples 
were taken in exchange for almanacs. Amongst the 
dust and rubbish inside two or three old books were 
discernible. Sadly in want of literature, and hunting 
over the extensive Gentile store of Mr. Walker, who 
deals in silks, cofifee, treacle, muslins, medicines, and 
cart-wheels, two volumes were discovered for sale : an 
old volume on "The Art of Shoeing Horses," and 
"Aurora Leigh," by Mrs. Browning; Mr. Walker 
asked ten dollars for the shoeing book, three for 
Mrs. Browning, and offered to throw in a spotted 
cravat if a purchase were made of both. 

Coming along in the coach over the plains from 
Salt Lake, I was separated for a time from Artemus. 
In the coach with me were three exceedingly jolly 
Mormons. One was Mr. John Young, a very intelli- 
gent son of Brigham's, another was Bishop Staines, 
Librarian of the Utah Library, and the third Mr. 
Hiram Clawson, manager of the theatre and son-in- 
law to Brigham Young. All three were " saints," and 
each of them had two or three wives at home in Utah. 
They were travelling east on various errands, one of 
which was to purchase dresses and negotiate for gas- 
works for the theatre. A conversation arose on the 
subject why it is that the outer world expresses dis- 
gust or scorn at Mormon doings. " What cause is 
there to sneer or to make fun of us ?" asked the elder 
of the party. I remembered that the three had not 
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long since joined in the chorus of, " Rip ! slap ! set 
him up again," the original American version of the 
modern vulgar ditty of " Slap, bang !" and I replied 
"by asking if they thought that there was nothing 
ridiculous in a *' saint" going to New York to buy a 
theatrical wardrobe, or in three ** saints," one of whom 
was a bishop, yelling in chorus the wretched nonsense 
of *' Rip, slap." The expression of their countenances 
told me that they thought me to be absurd, not them- 
selves. 

Using the material gleaned by him during his visit 
to Utah, Artemus Ward has constructed an entertain- 
ment very popular at the present moment throughout 
the United States, and which he promises to bring to 
England. Here are a few of the recent notes and 
rules appended to his present programme — 

*** 
1^" Soldiers on the battle-field will be admitted to this 
Sntertainment gratis. 

#•• 

^^ The Indians on the Overland Route live on Routes 
and Herbes. They are an intemperate people. They 
drink with impunity, or anybody who invites them. 

^^ Artemus Ward delivered Lectures before 
ALL THE CROWNED HEADS OF EUROPE 

ever thought of delivering lectures. 
* • * * • 

The festivities will be commenced by the pianist, a gen- 
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tleman who used to board in the same street with Mr. 
Gottschalk. The man who kept the boarding-house re- 
members it distinctly. The overture will consist of a 
medley of airs, including the touching new ballads, " Dear 
Sister, is there any Pie in the House ?" " My gentle 
Father, have you any Fine Cut about you ?" " Mother, 
is the Battle o'er, and is it Safe for me to Come Home 
from Canada?*' and (by request of many families who 
who haven't heard it) " Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Boys 
are Munching 1" While the enraptured ear drinks in this 
Sweet music [we pay our pianist nine dollars a week and 
" find him"] the eye will be enchained by the magnificent 
green baize covering of the Panorama. This green baize 
cost forty cents a yard at Mr. Stewart's store. It was 
bought in deference to the present popularity of " Th^ 
Wearing o' the Green. "We shall keep up with the times, 
if we spend the last dollar our friends have got. 

* * * * « 

^^ Those of the Audience who do not feel offended 
with Artemus Ward are cordially invited to call upon 
him, often, at his fine new house in Brooklyn. His house 
is on the right hand side as you cross the Ferry, and may 
be easily distinguished from the other houses by its having 
a Cupola and a Mortgage on it. 



Main Street, Ea.st Side. — The Salt Lake House, &c. 
It is a temperance Hotel. In fact, the Maine Law is 
rigidly enforced in Utah. 

She^s the most distressful country that ever yet has hin, 
They^re imprisoniu* men and women there for sellin' of the gin. 
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The Mobmok Theatbe. — ^Borneo and'jQliet, with tea 
Joliets. — It is confusing to Borneo, and when Juliet asks — 
" Wherefore art thou, Romeo ?" Bomy answers that he 
don't know, scurcely, whereahout's he's gone to. 



An Intermission of five minutes will occur here, so 
the Lecturer can go across the street to " see a man." 
The Pianist, however, will meanwhile practice some new 

music, .^i 

• * • • * 

Following these notes and rules come some bur« 
lesque press notices; the places to which the papers are 
accredited, are the most out-of-the-way and ridiculous 
little places in the United States. I select some of 
these bizarre critiques : — 

* • * * • 

From the Sheyboygan (Wisconsin) Bugle of Lifferty, 

Abtemtjs Wabd. — This great lecturer called on us to- 
day and ordered quite a lot of Job Printing. We consider 
idm one of the greatest lecturers in this country. 



From the Skowhegan (Maine) Clarion, 

Although his style is different from Washington Irving's, 
we cannot be blind to the fact that Mr. Irving's style is 
different from his. 



From the Bahway Gazette. 

Not a dry eye in the audience. Many could have 
borrowed money of him on the spot. 



XXX Introduction. 

From the HohoJcen Expounder, 
No family should be without him. 



From the Keokuk (Iowa) Banner, 
We don't know when we have been more so. 

With regard to Artemus Ward's Entertainment I 
have only to say, using a novel and poetic phrase, 
** It must be seen to be believed/* It is the manner 
of the man even more than his matter which attracts 
large audiences. His singularly sparse form, his 
comic profile, the prominence of one particular feature 
of his face, the way he has of saying good things, as 
if perfectly unconscious of what he is saying, and the 
habit he has of punctuating his sentences by twiddling 
a little .black cane, are all powerful aids to him as a 
lecturer. In his exoteric developments he is the most 
mirthful of men, and those who know him intimately, 
as I do, know him to be as gentle-hearted as he is 
genial, as candid as he is cordial, as true as he is 
talented. 

Edward P. Kingston. 

London, 1865. 
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I. 

ON THE STEAMER. 

New York, Oct. 13, 18C3. 
The steamer Ariel starts for California at noon. 

Her decks are crowded with excited passengers, who 
insanely undertake to '' look after" their trunks and 
things; and what with our smashing against each 
other, and the yells of the porters, and the wails over 
lost baggage, and the crash of boxes, and the roar 
of the boilers, we are for the time*being about as 
unhappy a lot of maniacs as were ever thrown 
together. 

lam one of them. I am rushing round with a 
glaring eye in search of a box. 

Great jam, in which I find a sweet young lady, 
with golden hair, clinging to me fondly, and saying, 
" Dear George, farewell !" — Discovers her mistake, 
and disappears. 

I should like to be George some more. 

Confusion so great that I seek refuge in a state- 
room, which contains a single lady of forty-five 
summers, who says, "Base man! — Cleave me!" I 
leave her. 

B 2 
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By-and-by we cool down, and become somewhat 
regulated. 



Next Day. 
When the gong sounds for breakfast we are fairly 
out on the sea, which runs roughly, and the Ariel 
rocks wildly. Many of the passengers are sick, and 
a young naval officer establishes a reputation as a 
wit by carryiog to one of the invalids a plate of raw 
salt pork, swimming in cheap molasses. I am not 
sick ; so I roll round the deck in the most cheerful 
sea-dog manner. 



The nextday and the next passby inaserene manner. 
The waves are smooth now, and we can all eat and 
sleep. We might have enjoyed ourselves very well, I 
fancy, if the Ariel, whose capacity was about three 
hundred and fifty passengers, had not on this occasion 
carried nearly nine hundred, a hundred at least of 
whom were children of an unpleasant age. Captain 
Semmes captured the Ariel once, and it is to be deeply 
regretted that that thrifty buccaneer hadn't made 
mincemeat of her, because she is a miserable tub at 
best) and hasn't much more right to be afloat than a 
second-hand coffin has. I do not know her proprietor, 
Mr. C. Vanderbilt ; but I know of several excellent 
mill privileges in the State of Maine, and not one of 
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tbem is so thoroughly Damd as he was all the way 
from New York to Aspinwall. 

I had far rather say a pleasant thing than a harsh 
one ; bat it is due to the large nnmber of respectable 
ladies and gentlemen, who were on board the steamer 
Ariel with me, that I state here that the accommoda- 
tions on that steamer were very vile. If I did not so 
state, my conscience would sting me through life, and 
I should have horrid dreams like Bichard III., Esq. 

The proprietor apparently thought we were under- 
going transportation for life to some lonely island, 
and the very waiters who brought us meats that any 
warden of any penitentiary would blush to offer con- 
Ticts, seemed to think it was a glaring error our not 
being in chains. 

As a specimen of the liberal manner in which this 
steamer was managed, I will mention that the purser 
(a very pleasant person, by the way) was made to 
unite the positions of purser, baggage-clerk, and 
doctor: and I one day had a lurking suspicion that 
he was among the waiters in the dining-cabin, dis* 
guised in a white jacket and slipshod pumps. 



I have spoken ray Piece about the Ariel, and. I 
hope Mr. Vanderbilt will reform ere it is too late. 
Dr. Watts says the vilest sinner may return as long 
OS the gas-meters work well, or words to that 
effect. 



1 
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We were so densely crowded on board the Ariel, 
that I cannot conscientiously say we were altogether 
happy. And sea-voyages at best are a little stapid. 
On the whole I should prefer a voyage on the Erie 
Canal, where there isn't any danger, and where you 
ean carry picturesque scenery along with you — so to 
speak. 
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II. 

THE ISTHMUS. 

On the ninth day we reach Aspinwall in the Ee- 
pablic of Grenada. The President of New Grenada 
is a Central American named Mosqnero. I was told 
that he derived quite a portion of his income by 
carrying passengers' valises and things from the 
steamer to the hotels in Aspinwall. It was an infa- 
mous falsehood. Fancy A. Lincoln carrying carpet- 
bags and things! and indeed I should rather trust 
him with them than Mosquero, because the former 
gentleman, as I think some one has before observed, 
is " honest." 

I intrust my bag to a speckled native, who confi- 
dentially gives me to undetstand that he is the only 
strictly honest person in AspinwaU. The rest, he 
says, are niggers — which the coloured people of the 
Isthmus regard as about as scathing a thing as they 
can say of one another. 

I examine the New Grenadian flag, which waves 
from the chamber-window of a refreshment saloon. 
It is of simple design. You can make one. 

Take half of a cotton shirt, that has been worn 
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two months, and dip it in molasses of the Day and 
Martin hrand. Then let the flies gamhol over it for 
a few days, and you have it. It is an emblem of 
Sweet Liberty. 

At the Howard Hoase the man of sin rubbeth the 
hair of the horse to the bowels of the cot, and our 
girls are waving their lily-white hoofs in the dazzling 
waltz. 

We have a quadrille, in which an English person 
slips up and jams his massive brow against my 
stomach. He apologizes, and I say, " all right, my 
lord." I subsequently ascertained that he superin- 
tended the shipping of coals for the British steamers, 
and owned fighting cocks. 

The ball stops suddenly. 

Great excitement. One of our passengers intoxi- 
cated and riotous in the street. Openly and avow- 
edly desires the entire Bepublic of New Grenada to 
" come on." 

In case they do come on, agrees to make it lively 
for them. Is quieted down at last, and marched off 
to prison by a squad of Grenadian troops. Is musical 
as he passes the hotel, and, smiling sweetly upon the 
ladies and children on the balcony, expresses a dis • 
tinct desire to be an Angel, and with the Angels 
stand. After which he leaps nimbly into the air and 
imitates the war-cry of the red man. 



' 



The Isthmus. 9 

The natives amass wealth by carrying valises, &c., 
then squander it for liqaor. My native comes to me 
as I sit on the veranda of the Howard House smoking 
a cigar, and solicits the job of taking my things to 
the cars next morning. He is intoxicated, and has 
been fighting, to the palpable detriment of his wearing 
apparel ; for he has only a pair of tattered pantaloons 
and a very small quantity of shirt left. 



We go to bed. Eight of us are assigned to a 
small den upstairs, with only two lame apologies for 
beds. 

Mosquitoes and even rats annoy us fearfully. 
One bold rat gnaws at the feet of a young English- 
man in the party. This was more than the yoang 
Englishman could stand, and rising from his bed he 
asked us if New Grenada wasn't a Bepublic ? We 
said it was. '^ I thought so," he said. '' Of course I 
mean no disrespect to the United States of America 
in the remark, but I think I prefer a bloated mo- 
narchy I" He smiled sadly— then handing his purse 
and his mother's photograph to another English 
person, he whispered softly, " If I am eaten up, give 
them to Me mother — ^tell her I died like a true 
Briton, with no faith whatever in the success of a re- 
publican form of government f ' And then he crept 
back to bed again. 
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We start at seven the next morning for Panama. 

My native comes iright and early to transport my 
carpet sack to the railway station. His clothes have 
suffered still more during the nighty for he comes to 
me now dressed only in a small rag and one hoot. 

At last we are oflF. "Adios, Americanos!'* the 
natives cry ; to which I pleasantly reply, " Adous ! 
and long may it he hefore you have a chance to Do 
us again/' 

The cars are comfortable on the Panama railway, 
and the country through which we pass is very beau- 
tiful. But it will not do to trust it much, because it 
breeds fevers and other unpleasant disorders, at all 
seasons of the year. Like a girl we most all have 
known, the Isthmus is fair but false. 

There are mud huts all along the route, and half- 
naked savages gaze patronizingly upon us from their 
door-ways. An elderly lady in spectacles appears 
to be much scandalized by the scant dress of these 
people, and wants to know why the Select Men don't 
put a stop to it. From this, and a remark she inci- 
•dentally makes about her son who has invented a 
washing machine which will wash, wring, and dry a 
«hirt in ten minutes, I infer that she is from the hills 
of Old New England, like the Hutchinson family. 



The Central American is lazy. The only exercise 
he ever takes is to occasionally produce a Kevolution. 
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When his feet begin to swell and there are premoni- 
tory symptoms of gout^ be '* revolashes" a spell, and 
then serenely returns to bis cigarette and hammock 
under the palm trees. 

These Central American Bepublics are queer con- 
cerns. I do not of course precisely know what a 
last year's calf's ideas of immortal glory may be, but 
probably they are about as lucid as those of a Ccn- 
tral American in regard to a republican form of 
government. 

And yet I am told they are a kindly people in the 
main. I never met but one of them — a Costa- Bican, 
on board the Ariel. He lay sick with fever, and I 
went to him and took his hot hand gently in mine. 
I shall never forget his look of gratitude. And the 
next day he borrowed five dollars of me, shedding 
tears as he put it in his pocket. 



At Panama we lose several of our passengers, and 
among them three Peruvian ladies, who go to Lima, 
the city of volcanic irruptions and veiled black-eyed 
beauties. 

The Senoritas who leave us at Panama are splen- 
did creatures. They learned me Spanish, and in the 
soft moonlight we walked on deck and talked of 
the land of Pizarro. (You know old Piz. conquered 
Peru 4 and although he was not educated at West 
Point, he had still some military talent) I feel as 
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though I had lost all my relations, including my 
grandmother and the cooking stove, when these gay- 
young Seiioritas go away. 

They do not go to Peru on a Peruvian hark, but 
on an English steamer. 



We find the St. Louis, the steamer awaiting us at 
Panama, a cheerful and well-appointed boat, and coni- 
manded by Gapt. Hudson. 
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III. 
MEXICO. 

B 
I 

We make Acapulco^ a Mexican coast town of some 
importance, in a few days, and all go ashore. 

The pretty peasant girls peddle necklaces made of 
shells, and oranges, in the streets of Acapulco, on 
steamer days. They are quite naive about it Hand- 
ing you a necklace, they will say, "Me give you 
pres-en*, Senor," and then retire with a low curtsey. 
Betuming, however, in a few moments, they say, 
quite sweetly, *' You give me pres-«nf, Senor, of 
quarter dollar!" which you at once do unless you 
have a heart of stone. 

Acapulco was shelled by the French a year or so 
before our arrival there, and they effected a landing. 
But the gay and gallant Mexicans peppered them 
so persistently and effectually from the mountains 
near by that they concluded to sell out and leave. 

Napoleon has no right in Mexico. Mexico may 
deserve a licking. That is possible enough. Most 
people do. But nobody has any right to lick Mex. 
ico except the United States. We have a right, I 
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flatter myself, to lick this entire continent, including 
ourselves, any time we want to. 



The signal gun is fired at 11, and we go off to the 
steamer in small boats. 

In our boat is an inebriated United States official, 
who flings his spectacles overboard, and sings a flip- 
pant and absurd song about his grandmother's spotted 
calf, with his ri-fol-lol-tiddery-i-do. After which he 
crumbles, in an incomprehensible manner, into the 
bottom of the boat, and howls dismally. 

We reach Manzanillo, another coast place, twenty- 
four hours after leaving Acapulco. Manzanillo is a 
little Mexican village, and looked very wretched in- 
deed, sweltering away there on the hot sands. But 
it is a port of some importance nevertheless, because 
a great deal of merchandise finds its way to the in- 
terior from there. The white and green flag of 
Mexico floats from a red steam-tug (the navy of 
Mexico, by the way, consists of two tugs, a disabled 
raft, and a basswood life-preserver), and the Captain 
of the Port comes ofi* to us in his small boat, climbs 
up the side of the St. Louis, and folds the healthy 
form of Captain Hudson to his breast. There is no 
wharf here, and we have to anchor off the town. 

There was a wharf, but the enterprising Mexican 
peasantry, who subsist by poling merchandise ashore 
in dug-outs, indignantly tore it up. We take on here 
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some youDg Mexicans, from Colima, ^who are going 
to California. They are of the better class, and one 
young man (who was €|ducated in Madrid) speaks 
English rather better than I write it. Be careful not 
to admire any article of an educi^ted Mexican's dress, 
because if you do he will take it right off and give it 
to you, aiid sometimes this might be awkward. 

I said : ** What a beautiful cravat you wear !** 

''It is yours!" he exclaimed, quickly unbuckling 
it ; and I could not induce him to take it back again. 

I am glad I did not tell his sister, who was with 
him, and with whom I was lucky enough to get ac- 
quainted, what a beautiful white hand she had. She 
might have given it to me on the spot ; and that, as 
she had soft eyes, a queenly form, and a half million 
or so in her own right, would have made me feel bad* 

Eeports reached us here of high-handed robberies 
by the banditti all along the road to the City of 
Mexico. They steal clothes as well as coin. A few 
days since the mail coach entered the city with all 
the passengers stark-naked ! They must have felt 
mortified. 
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IV. 

CALIFORNIA. 

We reach San Francisco one Sunday afternoon. 
I am driven to the Occidental Hotel hy a kind- 
hearted hackman, who states that inasmuch as I have 
come out there to amuse people, he will only charge 
me five dollars. I pay it in gold, of course, because 
greenbacks are not current on the Pacific coast. 

Many of the citizens of San Francisco remember 
the Sabbath day to keep it jolly ; and the theatres, the 
circus, the minstrels, and the music halls are all in 
full blast to-night. 

I " compromise" and go to the Chinese theatre, 
thinkingperhaps therecanbe no great harm in listen- 
ing to worldly sentiments when expressed in a language 
I don't understand. 

The Chinaman at the door takes my ticket with the 
remark, " Ki hi-hi ki ! Shoolah !" 

And I tell him that on the whole I think he is right. 

The Chinese play is " continued," like a Ledger 
■story, from night to night It commences with the 
birth of the hero or heroine, which interesting event 
occurs publicly on the stage ; and then follows him 
•or her down to the grave, where it cheerfully ends. 
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Sometimes a Chinese play lasts six months. The 
play I am speaking of had been going on for about 
two months. The heroine had grown np into woman- 
hood, and was on the point, as I inferred, of being 
married to a young Chinaman in spangled pantaloons 
and a long black tail. The bride's father comes in 
with bis arms fall of tea chests, and bestows them, 
with his blessing, upon the happy couple. As this 
play is to run four months longer, however, and as 
my time is limited, I go away at the close of the 
second act, while the orchestra is performing an over- 
ture on gongs and one-stringed fiddles. 

The door-keeper again says, '' Ki hi- hi ki ! Shoo- 
lah !'* adding, this time however, " Chow-waw." 
I agree with him in regard to the ki hi and hi ki, 
but tell him I don't feel altogether certain about the 
chow-wow. 

To Stockton from San Francisco. 

Stockton is a beautiful town, that has ceased to 
think of becoming a very large place, and has quietly 
settled down into a state of serene prosperity. I have 
my boots repaired here by an artist who informs me 
that he studied in the penitentiary ; and I visit the 
lunatic asylum, where I encounter a vivacious maniac 
who invites me to ride in a chariot drawn by eight 
lions and a rhinoceros. 

John Phoenix was once stationed at Stockton, and 
put his mother aboard the San Francisco boat one 

c 
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morning with the sparkling remark, ** Dear mother, 
be virtuous and you will be happy !" 



Forward to Sacramento — which is the capital of 
the State, and a very nice old town. 

They had a flood here some years ago, during 
which several blocks of buildings sailed out of town 
and have never been heard from since. A Chinaman 
concluded to leave in a wash-tub, and actually set 
sail in one of those fragile barks. A drowning man 
hailed him piteously, thus : '' Throw me a rope, oh, 
throw me a rope !" To which the Chinaman ex- 
citedly cried, " No have got — ^how can do ?" and 
went on, on with the howling cun-ent. He was 
never seen more ; but a few weeks after his tail was 
found by some Sabbath-school children in tlie north 
part of the State. 



I go to the mountain towns. The sensational 
mining days are over, but I find the people jolly and 
hospitable nevertheless. 

At Nevada I am called upon, shortly after my 
arrival, by an athletic scarlet-faced man, who politely 
says his name is Blaze. 

" I have a little bill against you, sir," he obsen^es. 

"A bill— what for?" 

"For drinks.* 

" Drinks ?" 
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"Yes, sir — at my bar, I keep the well known and 
highly-respected coffee-house down street." 

" But, my dear sir, there is a mistake — ^I never 
4rank at your bar in my life." 

" I know it, sir. That isn't the point. The point 
is this : I pay out money for good liquors, and it is 
people s own fault if they don t drink them. There 
are the liquors — do as you please about drinking them, 
hut you mu^t pay for them ! Isn't that fair ?" 

His enormous body (which Puck wouldn't put a 
girdle round for forty dollars) shook gleefully while 
I read this eminently original bill. 

Years ago Mr. Blaze was an agent of the Cali- 
fornia Stage Company. There was a formidable and 
well-organized opposition to the California Stage 
Company at that time, and Mr. Blaze rendered them 
such signal service in his capacity of agent that they 
were very sorry when he tendered his resignation, 

" You are some sixteen hundred dollars behind in 
your accounts, Mr. Blaze," said the President, " but 
in view of your faithful and eflScient services, we shall 
throw off eight hundred dollars of that amount." 

Mr. Blaze seemed touched by this generosity. A 
tear stood in his eye and his bosom throbbed audibly. 

"You ivill throw off eight hundred dollars — you 
mil V* he at last cried, seizing the President's hand 
and pressing it passionately to his lips. 

" I will," returned the President. 

C 2 
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" Well, sir/' said Mr. Blaze, " I'm a gentleman, I 
am, you bet ! And I won't allow no Stage Company 
to surpass me in politeness. FU throw off the other 
eight hundred dollars, and well call it square ! No 
gratitude, sir — ^no thanks; it is my duty." 



I get back to San Francisco in a few weeks, and 
am to start home Overland from here. 

The distance from Sacramento to Atchison, Kansas, 
by the Overland stage route, is twenty-two hundred 
miles, but you can happily accomplish a part of the 
journey by railroad. The Pacific railroad is complet- 
ed twelve miles to Folsom, leaving only two thousand 
and one hundred and eighty-eight miles to go by 
stage. This breaks the monotony; but as it is 
midwinter, and as there are well substantiated reports 
of overland passengers freezing to death, and of the 
Piute savages being in one of their sprightly moods 
when they scalp people, I do not — ^I may say that 
I do not leave the capital of California in a light- 
hearted and joyous manner. But "leaves have their 
time to fall," and I have my time to leave, which is 
now. 

We ride all day and all night, and ascend and 
descend some of the most frightful hills I ever saw. 
We make Johnsons Pass, which is 6752 feet high, 
about two o'clock in the morning, and go down the 
great Kingsbury grade with locked wheels. The 
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driver, Tvith whom I sit outside, informs me, as we 
slowly roll down this fearful mountain road, which 
looks down on either side into an appalling ravine, 
that he has met accidents in his time, and cost the 
California Stage Company a great deal of money ; 
"hecause," he says, "juries is agin us on principle, 
and every man who sues us is sure to recover. 
But it will never be so agin, not with me, you 
bet." 

*• How is that ?" I said. 

It was frightfully dark. It was snowing withal, 
and notwithstanding the brakes were kept hard 
down, the coach slewed wildly, often fairly touching 
the brink of the black precipice. 

" How is that ?" I said. 

" Why, you see," he replied, " that corpses never 
sue for damages, but maimed people do. And the 
next time I have an overturn I shall go round and 
keerfuUy examine the passengers. Them as is dead, 
I shall let alone ; but them as is mutilated I shall 
finish with the king-bolt! Dead folks don't sue. 
They ain't on it." 

Thus with anecdote did this driver cheer me up. 
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V. 

WASHOE. 

We reach Carson City about nine o'clock in the 
morning. It is the capital of the Silver-producing 
territory of Nevada. 

They shoot folks here somewhat, and the law is 
rather partial than otherwise to first-class murderers. 

I visit the territorial Prison, and the Warden points 
out tlie prominent convicts to me, thus : 

" This man's crime was horse-stealing. He is here 
for life. 

" This man is in for murder. He is here for three 
years." 

But shooting isn't as popular in Nevada as it 
once was. A few years since they used to have a 
dead man for breakfast every morning. A reformed 
desperado told me that he supposed he had Itilled'men 
enough to stock a grave-yard. "A feeling of re- 
morse," he said, " sometimes comes over over me ! But 
I'm an altered man now. I hain't killed a man for 
over two weeks ! What'U yer poison yourself with ?" 
he added, dealing a resonant blow on the bar. 

There used to live near Carson City a notorious 
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desperado, who never visited town without killing 
somebody. He would call for liquor at some drink* 
iDg-hottse, and if anybody declined joining him he 
would at once commence shooting. But one day he 
shot a man too many. Going into the St. Nicholas 
drinking-house, he asked the company present to 
join him in a North American drink. One indivi- 
dual was rash enough to refuse. With a look of 
sorrow rather than of anger the desperado revealed 
his revolver, and said, " Good God ! Must I kill a 
man every time I come to Carson ?" and so saying he 
£red and killed the individual on the spot. But 
this was the last murder the bloodthirsty miscreant 
ever committed, for the aroused citizens pursued 
him with rifles and shot him down in his own door- 
yard. 

I lecture in the theatre at Gai*son, which opens 
out of a drinking and gambling house. On each side 
of the door where my ticket-taker stands there are 
mont^-boards and sweat-cloths, but they are deserted 
to-night, the gamblers being evidently of a literary 
turn of mind. 



Five years ago there was only a pony-path over 
the precipitous hills on which now stands the mar- 
vellous city of Virginia, with its population of twelve 
thousand persons, and perhfips more. Virginia, with 
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its stately warehouses and gay shops; its splendid 
streets, paved with silver ore ; its banking houses 
and faro-banks ; its attractive coffee-houses and ele- 
gant theatre ; its music halls and its three daily news- 
papers. 

Virginia is veiy wild, but I believe it is now pretty 
generally believed that a mining city must go through 
with a certain amount of unadulterated cussedness 
before it can settle down and behave itself in a con- 
servative and seemly manner. Virginia has grown 
up in the heart of the richest silver regions in the 
world, the El Dorado of the hour ; and of the im- 
mense numbers who are swarming thither not more 
than half carry their mother's Bible or any settled 
religion with them. The gambler and the strange 
woman as naturally seek the new sensational town as 
ducks take to that element which is so useful for 
making cocktails and bathing one's feet ; and these 
people make the new town rather warmi for awhile. 
But by-and-bye the earnest and honest citizens get 
tired of this ungodly nonsense and organise a Vigi- 
lance Committee, which hangs the more vicious of the 
pestiferous crowd to a sour apple-tree ; and then come 
good municipal laws, ministers, meeting-houses, and 
a tolerably sober police in blue coats with brass but- 
tons. About five thousand able-bodied men are in 
the mines underground, here ; some as far down as 
five hundred feet. The Gould & Curry Mine em- 
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ploys nine hundred men, and annually turns out 
about twenty million dollars' worth of "demnition 
gold and silver/' as Mr. Mantalini might express it 
— though silver chiefly. 

There are many other mines here and at Gold-Hill 
(another startling silver city, a mile from here), all 
of which do nearly as well. The silver is melted 
down into bricks of the size of common house bricks ; 
then it is loaded into huge wagons, each drawn by 
eight and twelve mules, and sent off to San Francisco. 
To a young person fresh from the land of green- 
backs this careless manner of carting off solid silver 
is rather of a startler. It is related that a young 
man who came Overland from New Hampshire a 
few months before my arrival became so excited 
about it that he fell in a fit, with the name of his 
Uncle Amos on his lips ! The hardy miners supposed 
he wanted his uncle there to see the great sight, and 
faint with him. But this was pure conjecture, after 
all. 



I visit several of the adjacent mining towns, but 
I do not go to Aurora, No, I think not. A lecturer 
on psychology was killed there the other night by 
the playful discharge of a horse-pistol in the hands 
of a degenerate and intoxicated Spaniard. This cir- 
cumstance, and a rumour that the citizens are agin 
literature, induce me to go back to Virginia. 
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• 
I had pointed out to me nt a Restaurant a man 

Avho had killed four men in street broils, and wha 

had that very day cut his own brother's breast open 

in a dangerous manner with a small supper linife. 

He was a gentleman, however. I heard him tell some 

men so. He admitted it himself. And I don't think 

he would lie about a little thing like that. 

The theatre at Virginia will attract the attention 
of the stranger, because it is an unusually elegant 
affair of the kind, and would be so regarded any- 
where. It was built, of course, by Mr. Thomas Ma- 
guire, the Napoleonic manager of the Pacific, and 
who has built over twenty theatres in his time and 
will perhaps build as many more, unless somebody 
stops him — which, by the way, will not be a remark* 
ably easy thing to do. 

As soon as a mining camp begins to assume the 
proportions of a city ; at about the time the whiskey- 
vendor draws his cork or the gambler spreads his 
green cloth, Maguire opens a theatre, and with a 
hastily organized "Vigilance Committee" of actors 
commences to execute Shakspeare. 



_i 
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VI. 

MR. PEPPER. 

My arrival at Yirginia City was signalized by the 
following incident : 

I had no sooner achieved my room in the garret 
of the International Hotel than I was called upon by 
an intoxicated man, who said he was an Editor. 
Knowing how rare it was for an Editor to be under 
the blighting influence of either spirituous or malt 
liquors, I received this statement doubtfully. But 
I said : 

** What name ?" 

" Wait !" he said, and went out. 

I heard him pacing unsteadily up and down the 
hall outside. 

In ten minutes he returned, Qnd said : 

** Pepper !" 

Pepper was indeed his name. He had been out 
to see if he could remember it ; and he was so flashed 
with his success that he repeated it joyously several 
times, and then, with a short laugh, he went 
away. 

I had often heard of a man being *' so drunk that 
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he didn't know what town he lived in,** but here was 
a man so hideoasly inebriated that he didn't know 
what his name was. 

I saw him no more, but I heard from him. For 
he published a notice of my lecture, in which he said 
I had a dissipated air ! 
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VII. 
HORACE GREELErS RIDE TO PLA.CERVILLE. 

When Mr. Greeley was in California ovations awaited 
him at every town. He had written powerful leaders 
in the Tribune in favor of the Pacific Railroad, 
which had greatly endeared him to the citizens of the 
Golden State. And therefore they made much of 
him when he went to see them. 

At one town the enthusiastic populace tore his 
celebrated white coat to pieces, and carried the pieces 
home to remember him. 

The citizens of PlacerviUe prepared to fete the 
great joumahst, and an extra coach, with extra re- 
lays of horses, was chartered of the California Stage 
Company to carry him from Folsom to PlacerviUe 
— distance, forty miles. The extra was in some way 
delayed, and did not leave Folsom until late in the 
afternoon. Mr. Greeley was to be feted at 7 o'clock 
that evening by the citizens of PlacerviUe, and it was 
altogether necessary that he should be there by that 
hour. So the Stage Company said to Henry Monk, 
the driver of the extra, '' Henry, this great man must 
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be there by 7 to-night." . And Henry answered^ " The 
great man shall be there.*' 

The roads were in an awful state, and daring the 
first few miles out of Folsom slow progress was made. 

" Sir/* said Mr. Greely, *' are you aware that T must 
be at Placerville at 7 o'clock to-night ?" 

" Tve got my orders !" laconically returned Henry 
Monk. 

Still the coach dragged slowly forward. 

" Sir," said Mr. Greeley, '* this is not a trifling 
matter. I must be there at 7 !" 

Again came the answer, " I've got my orders !" 

But the speed was not increased, and Mr. Greeley 
ohafed away another half hour ; when, as he was again 
about to remonstrate with the driver, the horses sud- 
denly started into a furious run, and all sorts of en- 
couraging yells filled the air from the throat of Henry 
Monk. 

" That is right, my good fellow !" cried Mr. Greeley. 
** I'll give you ten dollars when we get to Placerville. 
Now we are going !" 

They were indeed, and at a terrible speed. 

Crack, crack ! went the whip, and again " that 
voice" split the air. " Git up ! Hi yi ! G'long ! 
Yip— yip !" 

And on they tore, over stones and ruts, up hill and 
down, at a rate of speed never before achieved by 
stage horses. 
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Mr. Greeley, who had been bouncing from one end 
of the coach to the other like an india-rubber ball, 
managed to get his head out of the window, when he 
said : 

*- Do — on*t — on't — on't you — u — u think we-— e— 
e — e shall get there by seven if we do — on't — on't 
go so fast ?" 

" I've got my orders !" That was all Henry Monk 
said. And on tore the coach. 

It was becoming serious. Already the journalist 
was extremely sore from the terrible jolting, and again 
his head " might have been seen" at the window. 

" Sir," he said, " I don't care — care — air, if we 
dont get there at seven !" 

" I have got my orders !" Fresh horses. Forward 
again, faster than before. Over rocks and stumps, on 
one of which the coach narrowly escaped turning a 
summerset. 

" See here !" shrieked Mr. Greeley, " I don't care 
if we don't get there at all I" 

" I've got my orders ! I work for the Californy 
Stage Company, I do. That's wot I tvork for. 
They said, * git this man through by seving.' An' 
this man's goin through. You bet ! Gerlong ! 
Whoo-ep !" 

Another frightful jolt, and Mr. Greeley's bald 
head suddenly found its way through the roof of the 
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coach^ amidst the crash of small timbers and the 
ripping of strong canvas. 

" Stop, you maniac !" he roared. 

Again answered Henry Monk : 

" I've got my orders ! Keep your seat, Horace /" 

At Mud Springs, a village a few miles from Placer- 
ville, they met a large delegation of the citizens of 
Placerville, who had come out to meet the celebrated 
editor, and escort him into town. There was a mili- 
tary company, a brass band, and a six-horse wagon- 
load of beautiful damsels in milk-white dresses, re- 
presenting all the States in the Union. It was nearly 
dark now, but the delegation were amply provided 
with torches, and bonfires blazed all along the road 
to Placerville. 

The citizens met the coach in the outskirts of 
Mud Springs, and Mr. Monk reined in his foam- 
covered steeds. 

"Is Mr. Greeley on board?" asked the chairman 
of the committee. 

" He was, a few miles hack f said Mr. Monk : 
" yes," he added, after looking down through the hole 
which the fearful jolting had made in the coach- 
roof — ** yes, I can see him ! He is there !" 

" Mr. Greeley," said the Chairman of the Com- 
mittee, presenting himself at the window of the coach, 
" Mr. Greeley, sir I We are come to most cordially 
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welcome you, sir why, God bless me, sir, you 

are bleeding at the nose !" 

" I Ve got my orders !" cried Mr. Monk. " My 
' orders is as foUers : Git him there by seving ! It 
wants a quarter to seving. Stand out of the way !" 

"But, sir," exclaimed the Committee-man, seizing 
the off leader by the reins — " Mr. Monk, we are come 
to escort him into town ! Look at the procession, 
sir, and the brass band, and the people, and the 
young w;omen, sir I" 

" rve got my orders !" screamed Mr. Monk. " My 
orders dont say nothin' about no brass bands 
and young women. My orders says, ' git him there 
by seving !' Let go them lines ! Clear the way 
there ! Whoo-ep ! Keep your seat, Horace !" and 
the coach dashed wildly through the procession, up- 
setting a portion of the brass band, and violently 
grazing the wagon which contained the beautiful 
young women in white. 

Years hence grey-haired men, who were little boys 
in this procession, will tell their grandchildren how 
this stage tore through Mud Springs, and how Horace 
Greeley's bald head ever and anon showed itself, like 
a wild apparition, above the coach-roof. 

Mr. Monk was on time. There is a tradition that 
Mr. Greeley was very indignant for awhile ; then he 
laughed, and finally presented Mr. Monk with a bran- 
new suit of clothes. 

D 
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Mr. Monk himself is still in the employ of the Cali- 
fornia Stage Company, and is rather fond of relating 
a story that has made him famous all over the Pacific 
coast. But he says he yields to no man in his admi* 
ration for Horace Greeley, 



To Reese River. 85 



VIIL 

TO REESE BIVEIL 

I LEAVE Virginia for Great Salt Lake City, via the 
Reese Biver Silrer Diggings. 

There are eight passengers of us inside the coach— 
which, by the way, isn't a coach, but a Concord 
covered mud wagon. 

Among the passengers is a genial man of the name 
of Eyder, who has achieved a wide-spread reputation 
as a strangler of unpleasant bears in the mountain 
fastnesses of California, and who is now an eminent 
Beese Biver miner. 

We ride night and day, passing through the land 
of the Piute Indians. Beports reach us that fifteen 
hundred of these savages are on the Bampage, under 
the command of a red usurper named Buffalo-Jim, 
who seems to be a sort of Jeff Davis, inasmuch as he 
and his followers have seceded from the regular Piute 
organization. The seceding savages have announced 
that they shall kill and scalp all pale-faces (which 
makes our faces pale, I reckon) found loose in that 
section. We find the guard doubled at all the sta* 
tions where we change horseS; and our passengers 

7) 2 
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nervously examine their pistols and readjust the 
long glittering knives in their belts. I feel in my 
pockets to see if the key which unlocks the carpet- 
bag containing my revolvers is all right — for I had 
rather brilliantly locked my deadly weapons up ia 
that article, which was strapped with the other bag- 
gage to the rack behind. The passengers frown on 
me for this carelessness, but the kind-hearted Bvder 
gives me a small double-barrelled gun, with which I 
narrowly escape murdering my beloved friend King- 
ston in cold blood. I am not used to guns and things^ 
and in changing the position of this weapon I pulled 
tlie trigger rather harder than was necessary. 



When this wicked rebellion first broke out I was 
among the first to stay at home — chiefiy because of 
my utter ignorance of firearms. I should be valuable 
to the army as a Brigadier-General only so far as the 
moral influence of my name went. 



However, we pass safely through the land of the 
Piutes, unmolested by Buffalo James. This cele- 
brated savage can read and write, and is quite an 
orator, like Metamora, or the last of the Wampanoags* 
He went on to Washington a few years ago and called 
Mr* Buchanan his Great Father, and the members of 
the Cabinet his dear Brothers. They gave him a 
great many blankets, and he returned to his beautiful 
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hunting grounds and went to killing stage-drivers. 
He made such a fine impression upon Mr. Buchanan 
during his sojoura in Washington that that states* 
man gave a young English tourist, who crossed 
the plains a few years since, a letter of introduc- 
tion to him. The great Indian chief read the 
English person's letter with considerable emotion, 
and then ordered him to be scalped, and stole his 
trunks. 

Mr. Ryder knows me only as '* Mr. Brown," and he 
refreshes me during the journey by quotations from 
mv books and lectures. 

to 

" Never seen Ward ?" he said. 

" Oh no." 

" Ward says he likes little girls, but he likes large 
girls just as well. Haw, haw, ^haw ! I should like 
to see the d fool !" 

He referred to me. 

He even woke me up in the middle of the night to 
tell me one of Ward's jokes. 



I lecture at Big Creek. 

Big Creek is a straggling, wild little village ; and 
the house in which I had the honour of speaking a 
piece had no other floor than the bare earth. The 
roof was of sage-brush. At one end of the building 
a huge wood fire blazed, which, with half-a-dozen 
tallow-candles, aflforded all the illumination desired. 
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The lectarer spoke from behind the drinking bar. 
Behind him long rows of decanters glistened ; above 
him hung pictores of race-horses and prize-fighters ; 
and beside him, in his shirt-sleeves and wearing a 
cheerfal smile, stood the bar-keeper. My speeches 
at the Bar before this had been of an elegant character^ 
perhaps, but quite brief. They never extended be- 
yond ** I don't care if I do," " No sugar in mine," and 
short gems of a like character. 

I had a good audience at Big Creek, who seemed 
to be pleased, the bar-keeper especially ; for at the 
close of any *^ point " that I sought to make, he would 
deal the counter a vigorous blow with his fist and 
exclaim, *' Good boy from the New England States ! 
listen to William W. Shakspeare !" 

Back to Austin. We lose our way, and hitching 
our horses to a tree, go in search of some human 
beings. The night is very dark. We soon stumble 
upon a camp-fire, and an unpleasantly modulated 
voice asks us to say our prayers, adding that we are 
on the point of going to Glory with our boots on. 
I think perhaps there may be some truth in this, as 
the mouth of a horse-pistol almost grazes my fore- 
head, while immediately behind the butt of that 
death-dealing weapon I perceive a large man with 
black whiskers. Other large men begin to assemble, 
also with horse-pistols. Dr. Hingston hastily explains, 
while I go back to the carriage to say my prayers. 
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where there is more room. The men were miners 
on a prospecting tour, and as we advanced upon them 
withont sending them word they took us for highway 
robhers. 

I must not forget to say that m^ brave and kind« 
hearted &iend Eyder of the mail coach^ who had so 
often alluded to " Ward" in our ride from Virginia 
to Austin, was among my hearers at Big Creek. He 
had discovered who I was, and informed me that he 
had debated whether to woUop me or give me some 
rich silver claims. 
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IX. 

GREAT SALT LAKE CITY. 

How was I to be greeted by the Mormons ? That 
was rather an exciting question with me. T had been 
told on the plains that a certain hnmorons sketch of 
mine (written some years before) had greatly incensed 
the Saints, and a copy of the Sacramento Union news- 
paper had a few days before fallen into my hands in 
which a Salt Lake correspondent quite clearly in« 
timated that my reception at the new Ziou might 
be unpleasantly warm. I ale ray dinner moodily and 
sent out for some cigars. The venerable clerk brought 
me six. They cost only two dollars. They were 
procured at a store near by. The Salt Lake House 
sells neither cigars nor liquors. 

I smoke in my room, having no heart to mingle 
with the people in the office. 

Dr. Hingston *' thanks God he never wrote against 
the Mormons," and goes out in search of a brother 
Englishman. Gomes back at night and says there 
is a prejudice against me. Advises me to keep in. 
Has heard that the Mormons thirst for my blood and 
are on the look-out for me. 
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Under these circumstances I keep in. 

The next day is Sunday, and we go to the Taher- 
nacle in the morning. The Tahemacle is located 

on street, and is a long rakish huilding of 

adohe^ capahle of seating some twenty-five hundred 
persons. There is a wide platform and a rather large 
pulpit at one end of the huilding, and at the other 
end is another platform for the choir. A young 
Irishman of the name of Sloan preaches a sensible 
sort of discourse, to which a Presbyterian could 
hardly have objected. Last night this same Mr. 
Sloan enacted a character in a rollicking Irish farce 
at the theatre ! And he played it well, I was told : 
not so well, of course, as the great Dan Bryant could 
but I fancy he was more at home in the Mormon 
pulpit than Daniel would have been. 

The Mormons, by. the way, are pre-eminently an 
amusement-loving people, and the Elders pray for the 
success of their theatre with as much earnestness 
as they pray for anything else. The congregation 
doesn't startle us. It is known, I fancy, that the 
heads of the Church are to be absent to-day, and 
the attendance is slim. There are no ravishingly 
beautiful women present, and no positively ugly ones. 
The men are fair to middling. They will never be 
slain, in cold blood for their beauty, nor shut up in 
jail for their homeliness. 
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There are some good voices in the choir to-day, 
bat the orchestral accompanimeiit is unasually slight* 
Sometimes they introduce a fall brass and string 
band in church. Brigham Young says the devil has 
monopolized the good music long enough^ and it is 
high time the Lord had a portion of it. Therefore 
trombones are tooted on Sundays in Utah as well as 
on other days ; and there are some splendid musicians 
there* The orchestra in Brigham Young s theatre is 
quite equal to any in Broadway. There is a youth in 
Salt Lake City (I forget his name) who plays the 
comet like a North American angel. 

Mr. Stenhouse relieves me of any anxiety J had 
felt in regard to having my swan-like throat cut by 
the Danites, but thinks my wholesale denunciation of 
a people I had never seen was rather hasty. The 
following is the paragraph to which the Saints 
objected. It occurs in an " Artemus Ward '* paper 
on Brigham Young, written some years ago : 

"I girded up my Lions and fled the Seen. I 
packt up my duds and left Salt Lake, which is a 2nd 
Soddum and Germorer, inhabited by as theavin & 
onprincipled a set of retchis as ever drew Breth in 
eny spot on the Globe." 

I had forgotten all about this, and as Elder Sten- 
house read it to me "my feelings may be better 
imagined than described," to use language I think I 
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have heard before. I pleaded, however, that it was a 
purely burlesque sketch, and that this strong para- 
graph should not be interpreted literally at all. The 
Elder didn't seem to see it in that light, but we parted 
pleasantly. 
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X. 

THE MOUNTAIN FEVER. 

I GO back to my hotel and go] to bed, and I do not 
get up again for two weary weeks. I have the 
mountain fever (so called in Utah, though it closely 
resembles the old-style typhus), and my case is pro- 
nounced dangerous. I don't regard it so. I don't, 
in fact, regard anything. I am all right, myself. 
My poor Kingston shakes his head sadly, and Dr. 
WiUiamson, from Camp Douglas, pours all kinds of 
bitter stuff down my throat. I drink his health in 
a dose of the cheerful beverage known as jalap, and 
thresh the sheets with my hot hands. I address large 
assemblages, who have somehow got into my room, 
and I charp^e Dr. Williamson with the murder of Luce, 
and Mr. Irwin, the actor, with the murder of Shak- 
speare. I have a lucid spell now and then, in one of 
which James Townsend, the landlord, enters. He 
whispers, but I hear what he says far too distinctly : 
** This man can have anything and everything he 
wants ; but I'm no hand for a sick room. I never 
could see anybody die" 

That was cheering, I thought. The noble Califor- 
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niaD, Jerome Davis — he of the celebrated ranch — 
sticks by me like a twin brother^ although I fear that 
in my hot frenzy I more than once anathematized 
his kindly eyes. Nurses and watchers. Gentile and 
Mormon, yolunteer their services in hoops, and rare 
wines are sent to me from all over the city, which, if I 
can't drink, the venerable and excellent Thomas can, 
easy. 

I lay there in this wild, broiling way for nearly two 
weeks, when one morning I woke up with my head 
clear and an immense plaster on my stomach. The 
plaster had operated* I was so raw that I could by 
no means say to Dr. Williamson, Well done, thou 
good and faithful servant. I wished he had lathered 
me before he plastered me. I was fearfully weak. 
I was frightfully thin. With either one of my legs 
you could have cleaned the stem of a meerschaum 
pipe. My backbone had the appearance of a clothes- 
line with a quantity of English walnuts strung upon 
it My face was almost gone. My nose was so 
sharp that I didn't dare stick it into other people's 
business for fear it would stay there. But by bor- 
rowing my agent's overcoat I succeeded in producing 
a shadow. 



I have been looking at Zion all day, and. my feet 
are sore and my legs are vreory. I go back to the 
Salt Lake House and have a talk with landlord 
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Townsend about the State of Maine. He came from 
that bleak region, having skinned his infantile eyes 
in York County. He was at Nauvoo, and was forced 
to sell out his entire property there for $50. He has 
thrived in Utah, however, and is much thought of by 
the Church. He is an Elder, and preaches occa- 
sionally. He has only two wives. I hear lately that 
he has sold his property for $26,000 to Brigham 
Toung, and gone to England to make converts. How 
impressive he may be as an expounder of the Mormon 
gospel, I don't know. His beef-steaks and chicken- 
pies, however, were first-rate. James and I talk 
about Maine, and cordially agree that so far as pine 
boards and horse-mackerel are concerned it is equalled 
by few and excelled by none. There is no place like 
home, as Clara, the Maid of Milan, very justly ob- 
serves; and while J. Townsend would be unhappy in 
Maine, his heart evidently l)eats back there now and 
then. 

I heard the love of home oddly illustrated in Ore- 
gon, one night, in a country bar-room. Some well- 
dressed men, in a state of strong drink, were boasting 
of their respective places of nativity. 

" I," said one, " was bom in Mississippi, where the 
sun ever shines and the magnolias bloom all the 
happy year round." 

" And I," said another, *' was born in Kentucky — 
Kentucky, the home of impassioned oratory: the 
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home of Clay : the State of splendid women^ of gal- 
lant men !" 

** And I/' said another, " was bom in Virginia, the 
home of Washington : the birthplace of statesmen : 
the State of chivalric deeds and noble hospitality I" 

*'And I/* said a yellow-haired and sallow-faced 
man, who was not of this party at all, and who had 
been quietly smoking a short black pipe by the fire 
during their magnificent conversation — ^^ and I was 
bom in the garden spot of America." 

" Where is that ?" they said. 

** Skeouhegan, Maine f* he replied ; *' kin I sell you 
a razor strop ?" 
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XI. 
" I AM HEKE." 

There is no mistake about that, and there is a 
good prospect of my staying here for some time to 
come* The snow is deep on the ground, and more is 
falling. 

The doctor looks glum, and speaks of his ill-starred 
countryman Sir J. Franklin, who went to the Arctic 
once too much. 

" A good thing happened down here the other day," 
said a miner from New Hampshire to me. " A man 
of Boston dressin' went through there, and at one of 
the stations there wasn't any mules. Says the man 
who was fixed out to kill in his Boston dressin'^ 

* Where's them mules?' Says the driver, *Them 
mules is into the sage-brush. You go catch 'em — 
that's wot you do.' Says the man of Boston dressin', 

* Oh no !* Says the driver, * Oh yes !' and he took 
his long coach whip and licked the man of Boston 
dressin* till he went and caught them mules. How 
does that strike you as a joke ?" 

It didn't strike me as much of a joke to pay a 
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hundred and 8eventy«fiye dollars in gold fare, and then 
be horse-whipped by stage-driyers, for declining to 
chase mules. But people s ideas of humor differ, 
just as people's ideas differ in regard to shrewdness*-* 
which " reminds me of a little story." Sitting in a 
New England country store one day, I overheard the 
following dialogue between two brothers :^ 

" Say, Bill, wot you done with that air sorrel mare 
of youm ?" 

'' Sold her," said William, with a smile of satisfac- 
tion. 

"Wofdyougit?" 

" Hund'd an fifty dollars, cash deown !" 

" Show ! Hund'd an* fifty for that kickin spavin'd 
critter ? Who* d you sell her to ?" 

" Sold her to mother !" 

*'Wot?" exclaimed brother No. 1, "did you 
railly sell that kickin' spavin d critter to mother? 
Wall, you air a shrewd one !" 

A Sensation-Arrival by the Overland Stage of two 
Missouri girls, who had come unescorted all the way 
through. They are going to Nevada territory to 
join their father. They are pretty, but, merciful 
heavens ! how they throw the meat and potatoes 
down their throats ! * This is the first squar' meal 
we've had since we left Eocky Thompson's," said the 
eldest Then, addressing herself to me, she said — 

"Air you the literary man ?" 

E 
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I politely replied that I was one of " them fellers." 
" Wall, don't make fun of our clothes in the papers. 
We air goin* right straight through in these here 
clothes, we air ! We ain't goin to rag out till we git 
to Nevady ! Pass them sassiges !" 
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XII. 

BBIGHAM YOUNG. 

Brigham Young sends word I may see him to- 
morrow. So I go to bed singing the popular Mormon 
hymn : 

Let the chorns still he sung. 
Long liye Brother Brigham Young, 

And blessed be the yale of Deser6t — ^r^t — ^r6t ! 

And blessed be the vale of Deser^t. 

At two o'clock the next afternoon Mr. Hiram B. 
Clawson, Brigham Young's son-in-law and chief busi- 
ness manager, calls for me with the Prophet's private 
sleigh, and we start for that distinguished person's 
block. 

I am shown into the Prophet's chief office. He 
comes forward^ greets me cordially, and introduces 
me to several influential Mormons who are present. 

Brigham Young is 62 years old, of medium 
height, and with sandy hair and whiskers. An 
active, iron man, with a clear sharp eye. A man of 
consummate shrewdness — of great executive ability. 
He was born in the State of Vermont, and so by the 

E 2 
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way was Heber C. Kimball, who will wear the 
Mormon Belt when Brigham leaves the ring. 

Brigham Young is a man of great natural ability. 
If you ask me, How pious is he ? Y treat it as a 
conundrum, and give it up. Personally he treated 
me with marked kindness throughout my sojourn in 
Utah. 

His power in Utah is quite as absolute as that of 
any living sovereign, yet he uses it with such con- 
summate shrewdness that his people are passionately 
devoted to him. 

He was an Elder at the first formal Mormon 
" stake" in this country, at Kirtland, Ohio, and went 
to Nauvoo with Joseph Smith. That distinguished 
Mormon handed his mantle and the Prophet business 
over to Brigham when he died at Nauvoo. 

Smith did a more flourishing business in the Pro- 
phet line than B. Y. does. Smith used to have his 
little Eevelation almost every day — sometimes two 
before dinner. B. Y. only takes one once in awhile. 

The gateway of his block is surmounted by a 
brass American eagle, and they say ("they say" 
here means anti-Mormons) that he receives his 
spiritual despatches through this piece of patriotic 
poultry. They also say that he receives revelations 
from a stuflfed white calf that is trimmed with red 
ribbons and kept in an iron box. I don't suppose 
these things are true. Kumour says that when the 



Brigham Young. 53 

Lion House was ready to be shingled, Brigham re- 
ceived a message from the Lord stating that the car- 
penters must all take hold and shingle it and not 
charge a red cent for their services. Such carpenters 
as refused to shingle would go to hell, and no post- 
ponement on account of the weather. They say that 
Brigham, whenever a train of emigrants arrives in 
Salt Lake City, orders all [the women to march up 
and down before his block, while he stands on the por- 
tico of the Lion House and gobbles up the prettiest 
ones. 

He is an immensely wealthy man. His wealth is 
variously estimated at from ten to twenty millions 
of dollars. He owns saw mills, grist mills, woollen 
factories, brass and iron foundries, farms, brick-yards, 
&c., and superintends them all in person. A man 
in Utah individually owns what he grows and makes, 
with the exception of a one-tenth part: that must 
go to the Church ; and Brigham Young, as the 
first President, is the Church's treasurer. Gentiles 
of course say that he abuses this blind confidence of 
his people, and speculates with their money, and ab- 
sorbs the interest if he doesn't the principal. The 
Mormons deny this, and say that whatever of their 
money he does use is for the good of the Church ; 
that he defrays the expenses of emigrants from far 
over the seas ; that he is foremost in all local enter- 
prises tending to develope the resources of the terri- 
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tory, and that, in short, he is incapable of wrong in 
any shape. 

Nobody seems to know how many wives Brigham 
Young has. Some set the number as high as eighty, 
in which case his children must be too numerous to 
mention. Each wife has a room to herself. These 
rooms are large and airy^ and I suppose they are 
supplied with all the modem improvements. But 
never having been invited to visit them I can't speak 
very definitely about this. When I left the Prophet 
he shook me cordially by the hand, and invited me 
to call again. This was flattering, because if he dis- 
likes a man at the first interview he never sees him 
again. He made no allusion to the '^ letter" I had 
written about his community. Outside guards were 
pacing up and down before the gateway, but they 
smiled upon me sweetly. The verandah was crowded 
with Gentile miners, who seemed to be surprised that 
I didn't return in a wooden overcoat, with my throat 
neatly laid open from ear to ear. 



I go to the Theatre to-night. The play is Othello. 
This is a really fine play, and was a favourite of G. 
Washington, the father of his country. On this stage, 
as upon all other stages, the good old conventionali- 
ties are strictly adhered to. The actors cross each 
other at oblique angles from L. U. E. to K. I. E., 
on the slightest provocation. Othello howls, lago 



■^ 
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scowls^ and the boys all laugh when Boderigo dies. 
I stay to see charming Mrs* Irwin (Desdemona) die, 
which she does very sweetly. 



I was an actor once, myself. I supported Edwin 
Forrest at a theatre in Philadelphia. I played a pan- 
tomimic part. I removed the chairs between scenes, 
and I did it so neatly that Mr. F. said I would make 
a cabinetmaker if I ** applied" myself. 



The parquette of the theatre is occupied exclusively 
by the Mormons, and their wives and children. They 
wouldn't let a Gentile in there any more than they 
would a serpent. In the side seats are those of Pre- 
sident Young's wives who go to the play, and a large 
and varied assortment of children. It is an odd sight 
to see a jovial old Mormon file down the parquette 
aisle with ten or twenty robust wives at his heels. 
Yet this spectacle may be witnessed every night the 
theatre is opened. The dress circle is chiefly occupied 
by the officers from Camp Douglas and the Gentile 
Merchants. The upper circles are filled by the pri- 
vate soldiers and Mormon boys. I feel bound to say 
that a Mormon audience is quite as appreciative as 
any other kind of an audience. They prefer comedy 
to tragedy. Sentimental plays, for obvious reasons, 
are unpopular with them. It will be remembered that 
when C. Melnotte, in the Lady of Lyons, comes home 
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from tbe wars, he folds Pauline to his heaving heart 
and makes several remarks of an impassioned and 
slobbering character. One night when the Lady of 
Lyons was produced here, an aged Mormon arose and 
went out with his twenty-four wives, angrily stating 
that he wouldn't sit and see a play where a man made 
such a cussed fuss over one woman. The prices of 
the theatre are : Parquette, 75 cents ; dress circle, 
|1 ; 1st upper circle, 50; 2nd and 3rd upper circles, 
25. In an audience of two thousand persons (and 
there are almost always that number present) pro- 
bably a thousand will pay in cash, and the other 
thousand in grain and a variety of articles; all 
which will command monev, however. 

Srigham Young usually sits in the middle of the 
parquette, in a rocking-chair, and with his hat on. 
He does not escort his wives to the theatre. They 
go alone. When the play drags he either falls into a 
tranquil sleep or walks out He wears in winter 
time a green wrapper, and his hat is the style intro- 
duced into this country by Louis Kossuth, Esq., the 
liberator of Hungaria. (I invested a dollar in the 
liberty of Hungaria nearly fifteen years ago.) 



^ 
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XIII. 

A PIECE IS SPOKEN. 

A PIECE bath its victories no less than war. 

** Blessed are the Piece-makers." That is Scripture. 

The night of the " coqnic oration" is come^ and tho 
speaker is arranging his back hair in the star dres- 
sing-room of the theatre. The orchestra is playing 
selections from the Gentile opera of " Un Ballo in 
Maschera/* and the house is full. Mr. John F. Caine, 
the excellent stage manager, has given me an elegant 
drawing-room scene in which to speak my little piece. 

[In Iowa, I once lectured in a theatre, and the 
heartless manager gave me a Dungeon scene.] 

The curtain goes up, and I stand before a Salt 
Lake of upturned faces. 

I can only say that I was never listened to more 
attentively and kindly in my life than I was by this 
audience of Mormons. 

Among my receipts at the box-office this night 
were— 

20 bushels of wheat. 
5 " '' corn. 
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4 bushels of potatoes. 

2 '' " oats. 

4 " " salt. 
2 hams. 

1 live pig (Dr. Hingston chained him in the box- 
office). 

1 wolf-skin. 

5 pounds honey in the comb. 

16 strings of sausages — 2 pounds to the string. 

1 cat-skin. 

1 chum (two families went in on this ; it is an in- 
genious chum, and fetches butter in five minutes by 
rapid grinding). 

1 set children's under-garments, embroidered. 

1 firkin of butter. 

1 keg of apple-sauce. 

One man undertook to pass a dog (a cross be- 
tween a Scotch terrier and a Welsh rabbit) at the 
box-office, and another presented a German-silver 
coffin-plate, but the Doctor very justly repulsed them 
both. 
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XIV. 

THE BALL. 

The Mormons are fond of dancing. Brigham and 
Heber C. dance. So do Daniel H. Wells, and the 
other heads of the Church. Balls are opened with 
prayer, and when they break up a benediction is 
pronounced. 

I am invited to a ball at Social Hall, and am 
escorted thither by Brothers Stenhouse and^Claw- 
son. 

Social Hall is a spacious and cheerful room. The 
motto of " Our Mountain Home" in brilliant ever- 
green capitals adorns one end of the hall, while at 
the other a platform is' erected for the musicians, 
behind whom there is room for those who dont 
dance, to sit and look at the festivities. Brother 
Stenhouse, at the request of President Young, for- 
mally introduces me to company from the platform. 
There is a splendour of costumery about the dancers 
I had not expected to see. Quadrilles only are 
danced. The Mazourka is considered sinful. Even 
the old-time round waltz is tabooed. 

I dance. 
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The Saints address each other here, as elsewhere, 
as Brother and Sister. " This way. Sister I" " Where 
are you going. Brother?" etc. etc. I am called 
Brother Ward. This pleases me, and I dance with 
renewed vigour. 

The Prophet has some very charming daughters, 
several of whom are present to-night. 

I was told they spoke French and Spanish, 
i The Prophet is more industrious than graceful as 
a dancer. He exhibits, however, a spryness of legs 
quite remarkable in a man at his time of life. I 
didn't see Heber C. Kimball on the floor. I am told 
he is a loose and reckless dancer, and that manv a 
lily-wbite toe lias felt the crushing weight of his 
cowhide monitors. 

The old gentleman is present, however, with a 
large number of wives. It is said he calls them his 
** heifers." 

*^ Ain't you goin* to dance with some of my 
wives ?'* said a Mormon to me. 

These things make a Mormon ball more spicy than 
a Gentile one. 

The supper is sumptuous, and bear and beaver 
adorn the bill of fare, 

I go away at the early hour of two in the morning. 
The moon is shining brightly on the, snow-covered 
streets. The lamps are out, and the town is still as 
a graveyard. 
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XV. 

PHELPS'S ALMANAC. 

There is an eccentric Mormon at Salt Lake City 
of the name of W. W. Phelps. He is from Cortland, 
State of New York, and has been a Saint for a good 
many years. It is said he enacts the character of 
the Devil, with a pea-green tail, in the Mormon initi- 
ation ceremonies. He also publishes an Almanac, 
in which he blends astronomy with short moral 
^.,.. .nd ,„gge,fi.n. in „g„d U> th, p^p.. 
management of hens. He also contributes a poem, 
entitled " The Tombs," ^to his Almanac for the current 
year, from which 1 quote the last verse : 



" Choose ye ; to rest with stately grooms ; 
Just such a place there is for sleeping ; 
Whei^e everything, in common keeping, 
Is free from want and worth and weeping; 
There folly's harvest is a reaping, 
Down in the grave, among the tombs." 

Now, I know that poets and tin-pedlars are 
" licensed," but why does W. W. P. advise us to sleep 
in the barn with the ostlers? These are the most 
dismal Tombs on record, not excepting the Tomb 
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of the Capolets^ the Tomhs of New York, or the 
Toomhs of Georgia. 

Under the head of "Old Sayings," Mr. P. pub- 
lishes the following. There is a modesty about the 
last *' saying" which will be pretty apt to strike the 
reader : 



<( 



The Lord does good and Satan evil, said Moses. 

Sun and Moon, see me conquer, said Joshua. 

Virtue exalts a woman, said David. 

Eools and folly frolic, said Solomon. 

Judgments belong to God, said Isaiah. 

The path of the just is plain, said Jeremiah. 

The soul that sins dies, said Ezekiel. 

The wicked do wicked, said Daniel. 

Ephraim fled and hid, said Hosea. 

The Gentiles war and waste, said Joel. 

The second reign is peace and plenty, said Amos. 

Zion is the house of the Gods, said Obadiah. 

A fish saved me, said Jonah. 

Our Lion will be terrible, said Micah. 

Doctor, cure yourself, said the Saviour. 

Live to live again, said W. W. Phelps." 
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XVI. 
HUBHAH JFOB. THE EOAD ! 

Time, Wednesday afternoon, February JO. The 
Overland Stage, Mr. William Glover on the box, 
stands before the veranda of the Salt Lake House. 
The genial Nat Stein is arranging the way-bill. Our 
baggage (the overland passenger is only allowed 
twenty-five pounds), is being put aboard, and we are 
shaking hands, at a rate altogether furious, with 
Mormon and Gentile. Among the former are brothers 
Stenhouse, Caine, Clawson, and Townsend; and 
among the latter are Harry Eiccard, the big-hearted 
English mountaineer (though once he \vore white 
kids and swallow-tails in Eegent-street, and in his 
boyhood went to school to Miss Edgeworth, the 
novelist) ; the daring explorer Eood, from Wisconsin ; 
the Eev. James McCormick, missionary, who distri- 
butes pasteboard tracts among the Bannock miners ; 
and the pleasing child of gore, Capt. D. B. Stover, of 
the Commissary department. 

We go away on wheels, but the deep snow compels 
us to substitute runners twelve miles out. 
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There are four passengers of us. We pierce the 
Wahsatch mountains by Parley s canon. 

A snow storm overtakes us as the night thickens, 
and the wind shrieks like a brigade of strong-lunged 
maniacs. Never mind. We are well covered up— 
our cigars are good — I have on deerskin pantaloons, 
a deerskin overcoat, a beaver cap and buffalo over- 
shoes; and so, as I tersely observed before. Never 
mind. Let us laugh the winds to scorn, brave boys ! 
But why is William Glover, driver, lying flat on his 
back by the roadside, and why am I turning a hand- 
spring in the road, and why are the horses tearing 
wildly down the Wahsatch mountains ? It is because 
William Glover has been thrown from his seat, and 
the horses are running away. I see him fall off, and 
it occurs to me that I had better get out. In doing 
so, such is the velocity of the sleigh, I turn a hand- 
spring. 

Far ahead I hear the runners clash with the rocks, 
and I see Dr. Hingston's lantern (he always would 
have a lantern), bobbing about like the binnacle light 
of an oyster sloop, very loose in a chopping sea. 
Therefore I do not laugh the winds to scorn as much 
as I did, brave boys. 

William G. is not hurt, and together we trudge 
on after the runaways in the hope of overtaking 
them, which we do some two miles off. They are in 
a snowbank, and " nobody hurt." 
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We are soon on the road again, all serene ; though 
I helieve the doctor did observe that such a thing 
could not have occurred under a monarchical form of 
government. 

We reach Weber station, thirty miles from Salt 
Lake City, and wildly situated at the foot of the 
grand Echo Canon, at 3 o'clock the following 
morning. We remain over a day here with James 
Bromley, agent of the Overland Stage line, and who 
is better known on the plains than Shakspeare is; 
although Shakspeare has done a good deal for the 
stage. James Bromley has seen the Overland line 
grow up from its ponyicy; and as Fitz- Green Hal- 
leck happily observes, none know him but to like his 
style. He was intended for an agent. In his in- 
fancy he used to lisp the refrain, 

** I waut to be an agent. 
And with the agents stand." 

I part with this kind-hearted gentleman, to whose 
industry and ability the Overland line owes much of 
its success, with sincere regret ; and I hope he will 
soon get rich enough to transplant his charming wife 
from the Desert to the " White Settlements." 

Forward to Fort Bridger, in an open sleigh. Night 
clear, cold, and moonlit. Driver Mr. Samuel Smart. 
Through Echo Canon to Hanging Bock Station. 
The snow is very deep, there is no path, and we 
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literally shovel our way to Bobert Pollock's station^ 
which we achieve in the Course of Time. Mr. P. 
gets up and kindles a fire, and a snowy nightcap and 
a pair of very bright black eyes beam upon us from 
the bed. That is Mrs. Eobert Pollock. The log 
cabin is a comfortable one. I make coffee in mj^ 
French coffee-pot, and let loose some of the roast 
chickens in my basket. (Tired of fried bacon and 
saleratus bread, — the principal bill of fare at the 
stations, — we had supplied ourselves with chicken, 
boiled ham, onions, sausages, sea-bread, canned 
butter, cheese, honey, &c., &c., an example all Over- 
land traders would do well to follow.) Mrs. Pollock 
tells me where I can find cream for the coffee, and 
cups and saucers for the same, and appears so kind, 
that I regret our stay is so limited that we can't see 
more of her. 

On to Yellow Creek Station. Then Needle Bock 
—a desolate hut on the Desert, house and bam in 
one building. The station-keeper is a miserable, 
toothless wretch with shaggy yellow h«dr, but says 
he's going to get married. I think I see him. 

To Bear Biver. A pleasant Mormon named Myers 
keeps this station, and he gives us a first-rate break- 
fast. Bobert Curtis takes the reins from Mr. Smart 
here, and we get on to wheels again. Begin to see 
groups of trees — a new sight to us. 



Hurrah for ilie Roa4 ! 67 

Pass Qaaking Asp Springs and Muddy to Fort 
Bridger. Here are a group of white buildings^ 
built round a plaza, across the middle of which runs 
« creek. There are a few hundred troops here un- 
der the command of Major Gallagher, a gallant 
officer and a gentleman, well worth knowing. We 
stay here two days. 

We are on the road again, Sunday the 14th, with 
a driver of the highly floral name of Primrose. At 
7 the next morning we reach Green Biyer Station* 
and enter Idaho territory. This is the Bitter Creek 
division of the Overland route, of which we had 
heard so many unfavorable stories. The division is 
really well managed by Mr. Stewart, though the 
country through which it stretches is the most 
wretched I ever saw. The water is liquid alkali, 
and the roads are soft sand. The snow is gone now, 
And the dust is thick and blinding. So drearily, 
wearily we drag onward. 

We reach the summit of the Rocky Mountains 
at midnight on the 17th. The climate changes sud- 
denly, and the cold is intense. We resume runners, 
have a break-down, and are forced to walk four 
miles. 

I remember that one of the numerous reasons 
urged in favor of General Fremont's election to 
the Presidency in 1856, was his finding the path 
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across the Becky Mountains. Credit is certainly 
dae that gallant explorer in this regard; hut it 
occurred to me, as I wrung my firost-hitten hands on 
that dreadful night, that for me to deliberately go 
over that path in mid-winter was a sufficient reason 
for my election to any lunatic asylum, by an over- 
whelming vote. Dr. Hingston made a similar remark, 
and wondered if he should ever clink glasses with his 
friend Lord Falmerston again. 

Another sensation. Not comic this time. One of 
our passengers, a fair-haired German boy, whose 
sweet ways had quite won us all, sank on the snow, 
and said — Let me sleep. We knew only too well 
what that meant, and tried hard to rouse him. It was 
in vain. Let me sleep, he said. And so in the cold 
starlight he died. We took him up tenderly from 
the snow, and bore him to the sleigh that awaited us 
by the roadside, some two miles away. The new 
moon was shining now, and the smile on the sweet 
white face told how painlessly the poor boy had died. 
No one knew him. He was from the Bannock 
mines, was ill clad^ had no baggage or money, and 
his fare was paid to Denver. He had said that he 
was going back to Germany. That was all we knew. 
So at sunrise the next morning we buried him at the 
foot of the grand mountains that are snow-covered 
and icy all the year round, far away from the Fader- 
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land^ where, it may be, some poor mother is crying 
for her darling who will not come. 



We strike the North Platte on the 18th. The fare 
at the stations is daily improving, and we often have 
antelope steaks now. They tell us of eggs not far 
off, and we encourage (by a process not wholly uncon- 
nected with bottles) the drivers to keep their mules in 
motion. 

Antelope by the thousand can be seen racing the 
plains from the coach-windows. 

At Elk Mountain we encounter a religious driver 
named Edward Whitney, who never swears at the 
mules. This has made him distinguished all over the 
plains. This pious driver tried to convert the 
Doctor, but I am mortified to say that his efforts 
were not crowned with success. Fort Halleck is a 
mile from Elk, and here are some troops of the Ohio 
11th regiment, under the command of Major Thomas 
L. Mackey. 

On the 20th we reach Eocky Thomas's justly cele- 
brated station at 5 in the morning, and have a break- 
fast of hashed black-tailed deer, antelope steaks, ham, 
boiled bear, honey, eggs, coffee, tea, and cream. 
That was the squarest meal on the road except at 
Weber. Mr. Thomas is a Baltimore "slosher," he 
informed me. I don't know what that is, but he is a 
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good fellow, and gave us a breakfast fit for a lorcV 
emperor, czar, count, etc. A better couldn't be found 
at Delmonico's or Parker's. He pressed me to linger 
with him a few days and shoot bears. It was with 
several pangs that I declined the generous Baltimo- 
rean's invitation. 

To Virginia Dale. Weather clear and bright. 
Virginia Dale is a pretty spot, as it ought to be with 
such a pretty name ; but I treated with no little scorn 
the advice of a hunter I met there, who told me to 
give up " literatoor," form a matrimonial alliance with 
some squaws, and " settle down thar." 

Bannock on the brain ! That is what is the matter 
now. Wagon-load after wagon-load of emigrants,, 
bound to the new Idaho gold regions, meet us every 
hour. Canvas-covered and drawn for the most part 
by fine large mules, they make a pleasant panorama,, 
as they stretch slowly over the plains and uplands. 
We strike the South Platte Sunday, the 21st, and 
breakfast at Latham, a station of one-horse propor- 
tions. We are now in Colorado ("Pikes Peak"), 
and we diverge from the main route here and visit the 
flourishing and beautiful city of Denver. Messrs. 
Langrish and Dougherty, who have so long and so 
admirably catered to the amusement-lovers of the Far 
West, kindly withdraw their dramatic corps for a 
night, and allow me to use their pretty little theatre.. 
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We go to the Mountains from Denver, visiting the 
celebrated gold-mining towns of Black Hawk and 
Central City. I leave this queen of all the territories, 
quite firmly believing that its future is to be no less 
brilliant than its past has been. 

I had almost forgotten to mention that on the way 
from Latham to Denver Dr. Hingston and Dr. Seaton 
(late a highly admired physician and surgeon in Ken- 
tucky, and now a prosperous gold-miner) had a learned 
discusaion as to the formation of the membranes of 
Hkd human stomach, in which they used words that 
were over a foot long by actual measurement. I 
never heard such splendid words in my life ; but such 
was their grandiloquent profundity, and their far- 
reaching lucidity, that I understood rather less about 
it when they had finished than I did when they com 
menced. 



Back to Latham again over a marshy road, and on 
to Nebraska by the main stage-line. 

I met Col. Chivington, commander of the District 
of Colorado, at Latham. 

Col. Chivington is a Methodist clergyman, and 
was once a Presiding Elder. A thoroughly earnest 
man, an eloquent preacher, a sincere believer in the 
war, he of course brings to his new position a great 
deal of enthusiasm. This, with his natural military 
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tact, makes him an officer of rare ability ; and on 
more occasions than one, he has led his troops 
against the enemy with resistless skill and gallantry. 
I take the liberty of calling the President's attention 
to the fact that this brave man ought to have long 
ago been a Brigadier-general. 

There is, however, a little story about Col. Ghi- 
vington that I must tell. It involves the use of a 
little blank profanity, but the story would be spoiled 
without it ; and, as in this case, '' nothing was meant 
by it," no great harm can be done. I rarely stain my 
pages with even mild profanity. It is wicked in the 
first place, and not funny in the second. I ask the 
boon of being occasionally stupid ; but I could never 
see the fun of being impious. 

Col. Chivington vanquished the rebels, with his 
brave Colorado troops, in New Mexico last year, as 
most people know. At the commencement of the 
action, which was hotly contested, a shell from the 
enemy exploded near him, tearing up the ground, 
and causing Captain Rogers to swear in an awful 
manner. 

" Captain Eogers," said the Colonel, " gentlemen, 
do not swear on a solemn occasion like this. We 
may fall, but, falling in a glorious cause, let us die as 
Christians, not as rowdies, with oaths upon our lips. 
Captain Rogers, let us " 
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Another shell, a sprightlier one than its prede- 
cessor, tears the earth fearfully in the immediate 
vicinity of Col. Chivington, filling his eyes with dirt, 
and knocking off his hat. 

*' Why, G d their souls to h ," he 

roared, " they've put my eyes out — as Captain 
Rogers would say /" 

But the Colonel's eyes were not seriously damaged, 
and he went in. Went in, only to come out 
victorious. 



We reach Julesherg, Colorado, the Ist of March. 
We are in the country of the Sioux Indians now, 
and encounter them hy the hundred. A Chief offers 
to sell me his daughter (a fair young Indian maiden) 
for six dollars and two quarts of whiskey. I decline 
to trade. 

Meals which have hitherto heen ^1.00 each, are 
now 75 cents. Eggs appear on the tahle occasion- 
ally, and we hear of chickens further on. Nine miles 
from here we enter Nebraska territory. Here is 
occasionally a fenced farm, and the ranches have bar- 
rooms. Buffalo skins and buffalo tongues are for 
sale at most of the stations. We reach South Platte 
on the 2nd, and Fort Kearney on the 3rd. The 7th 
Iowa Cavalry are here, under the command of Major 
Wood. At Cottonwood, a day's ride back, we had 
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taken aboard Major O'Brien^ commanding the troops 
there, and a very jovial -warrior he is, too. 

Meals are now down to 50 cents, and a great deal 
better than when they were $1.00. 

Kansas, 105 miles from Atchison. Atchison ! 
No traveller by sea ever longed to set his foot on 
shore as we longed to reach the end of our dreary 
coach-ride over the wildest part of the whole conti- 
nent. How we talked Atchison, and dreamed 
Atchison for the next fifty hours ! Atchison, I shall 
always love you. You were evidently mistaken, 
Atchison, when you told me that in case I "lectured" 
there, immense crowds would throng to the hall ; but 
you are very dear to me. Let me kiss you for your 
maternal parent ! 

We are passing through the reservation of the Otoe 
Indians, who long ago washed the war-paint from 
their faces, buried the tomahawk, and settled down 
into quiet, prosperous farmers. 



We rattle leisurely into Atchison on a Sunday 
evening. Lights gleam in the windows of milk- 
white churches, and they tell us, far better than 
anything else could, that we are back to civilization 
again. 
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An overland journey in winter is a better thing to 
have done than to do. In the spring, however, when 
the grass is green on the great praihes, I fancy one 
might make the journey a pleasant one, with his own 
outfit and a few choice friends. 
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XVII. 
TERY MUCH MABEIED. 

Are the Mormon women happy ? 

I give it up. I don't know. 

It is at Great Salt Lake City as it is in Boston. If 
I go out to tea at the Wikinses in Boston, I am 
pretty sure to find Mr. Wilkins all smiles and sun- 
shine, or Mrs. Wilkins all gentleness and politeness. 
I am entertained delightfully, and after tea little Miss 
Wilkins shows me her photograph album, and plays 
the march from " Faust" on the piano for me. I go 
away highly pleased with my visit; and yet the 
Wilkinses may fight like cats and dogs in private. I 
may no sooner have struck the sidewalk than Mr. W. 
will be reaching for Mrs. W.'s throat. 

Thus it is in the City of the Saints. Apparently, 
the Mormon women are happy. I saw them at their 
best, of course — at balls, tea-parties, and the like. 
They were like other women as far as my observation 
extended. They were hooped, and furbelowed, and 
shod, and white-collared, and bejewelled; and like 
women all over the world, they were softer-eyed and 
kinder-hearted than men can ever hope to be. 
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The Mormon girl is reared to believe that the plu- 
rality wife system (as it is delicately called here) is 
strictly right ; and in linking her destiny with a man 
who has twelve wives, she undoubtedly considers she 
is doing her duty. She loves the man, probably, for 
I think it is not true, as so many writers have stated, 
that girls are forced to marry whomsoever "the 
Church" may dictate. Some parents no doubt advise, 
connive, threaten, and in aggravated cases, incarcerate 
here, as some parents have always done elsewhere, and 
always will do as long as petticoats continue to be an 
institution. 

How these dozen or twenty wives get along without 
heartburnings and hairpullings, I can't see. 

There are instances on record, you know, where a 
man don't live in a state of uninterrupted bliss with 
one wife. And to say that a man can possess twenty 
wives without having his special favourite or favourites, 
is to say that he is an angel in boots— which is some- 
thing I have never been introduced to. You never 
saw an angel with a beard, although you may have 
seen the Bearded Woman. 

The Mormon woman is early taught that man, 
being created in the image of the Saviour, is far more 
godly than she can ever be, and that for her to seek 
to monopolize his affections is a species of rank sin. 
So she shares his affections with five or six or twenty 
other women, as the case may be. 
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A man must be amply able to support a number of 
^ives before he can take them. Hence, perhaps, it is 
that so many old chaps in Utah have young and 
blooming wives in their seraglios, and so many young 
men have only one. 

I had a man pointed out to me who married an 
entire family. He had originally intended to marry 
Jane, but Jane did not want to leave her widowed 
mother. The other three sisters were not in the 
matrimonial market for the same reason; so this 
gallant man married the whole crowd, including the 
girl's grandmother, who had lost all her teeth, and 
had to be fed with a spoon. The family were in in- 
digent circumstances, and they could not but con- 
gratulate themselves on securing a wealthy husband. 
It seemed to affect the grandmother deeply, for 
the first words she said on reaching her new home, 
were : " Now, thank God ! I shall have my gruel 
reg'lar !" 

The name of Joseph Smith is worshipped in Utah ; 
and 'Hhey say," that although he has been dead 
a good many years, he still keeps on marrying women 
by proxy. He " reveals" who shall act as his earthly 
agent in this matter, and the agent faithfully executes 
the defunct Prophet's commands. 

A few years ago I read about a couple being 
married by telegraph— the young man was in Cin- 
cinnati, and the young woman was in New Hamp- 
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8hire. They did not see each other for a year after- 
wards. I don't see what fun there is in this sort of 
thing. 

I have somewhere stated that Brigham Young is 
said to have eighty wives. I hardly think he has so 
many. Mr. Hyde, the hackslider, says in his hook, 
that '' Brigham always sleeps hy himself, in a little 
cliam1;)er behind his office ;" and if he has eighty 
wives I don't blame him. He must be bewildered. 
I know very well that if I had eighty wives of my 
bosom I should be confused, and shouldn't sleep 
anywhere. I undertook to count his long stockings 
on the clothes-line in back yard, one day, and I 
used up the multiplication table in less than half an 
hour. 

In this book I am writing chiefly of what I saw. 
I saw Plurality at its best, and I give it to you at its 
best. I have shown the silver lining of this great 
social Cloud. That back of this silver lining the 
Cloud must be thick and black, I feel quite sure. 
But to elaborately denounce, at this late day, a 
system we all know must be wildly wrong, would be 
simply to impeach the intelligence of the readers of 
this book. 
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xvni. 

THE KBVELATION OF JOSEPH SMITH. 

I HAVE not troubled the reader with extracts from 
Mormon documents. The Book of Mormon is pon- 
derousy but gloomy, and at times incoherent ; and I 
will not, by any means, quote from that. But the 
Bevelation of Joseph Smith in regard to the absorbing 
question of Plurality or Polygamy may be of sufficient 
interest to reproduce here. The reader has my full 
consent to form his own opinion of it : — 



REVELATION GIVEN TO JOSEPH SMITH, NAUVOO, 

JULY 12, 1843. 

Verily, thus saith the liord unto you, my servant 
Joseph, that inasmuch as you have inquired of my 
hand to know and understand wherein I, the Lord, 
justified my servants, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob ; as 
also Moses, David, and Solomon, my servants, as 
touching the principle and doctrine of their having 
many wives and concubines : Behold ! and lo, I am 
the Lord thy God, and will answer thee as touching 
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this matter : therefore prepare thy heart to receive 
and obey the instructions which I am about to give 
unto you ; for all those who have this law revealed 
unto them must obey the same ; for behold ! I reveal 
unto you a new and an everlasting covenant, and if ye 
abide not that covenant, then are ye damned ; for no 
one can reject this covenant and be permitted to enter 
into my glory ; for all who will have a blessing at my 
hands shall ^bide the law which was appointed for 
that blessing, and the conditions thereof, as was in- 
stituted from before the foundations of the world ; 
and as pertaining to the new and everlasting covenant, 
it was instituted for the fulness of my glory ; and he 
that receiveth a fulness thereof, must and shall 
abide the law, or he shall be damned, saith the Lord 
God. 

And verily I say unto you, that the conditions of 
this law are these : All covenants, contracts, bonds, 
obligations, oaths, vows, performances, connexions, 
associations, or expectations, that are not made, and 
entered into, and sealed, by the Holy Spirit of pro- 
mise, of him who is anointed, both as well for time and 
for all eternity, and that, too, most holy, by revela* 
tion and commandment, through the medium of mine 
anointed, whom I have appointed on the earth to hold 
this power (and I have appointed unto my servant 
Joseph to hold this power in the last days, and there 
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is never but one on the earth at a time on whom tht» 
power and the keys of this priesthood are conferred)^ 
are of no efficacy, virtue/oi force in and after the resur- 
rection from the dead; for all contracts that arc 
not made unto this end, have an end when men ar& 
dead. 

Behold ! mine house is a house of order, saith the 
Lord God, and not a house of confusion. Will I 
accept of an offering, saith the Lord, that is not 
made in my name ? Or will I receive at your hands 
that which I have not appointed ? And will I 
appoint unto you, saith the Lord, except it be by 
law, even as I and my Father ordained unto you,, 
before the world was ? I am the Lord thy God, and 
Z give unto you this commandment, that no man shall 
come unto the Father but by me, or by my word,, 
which is my law, saith the Lord; and everything 
that is in the world, whether it be ordained of men, 
by thrones, or principalities, or powers, or things of 
name, whatsoever they may be, that are not by me, 
or by my word, saith the Lord, shall be thrown down,, 
and shall not remain after men are dead, neither in 
nor after the resurrection, saith the Lord your God ; 
for whatsoever things remaineth are by me, and 
whatsoever things are not by me, shall be shaken and 
destroyed. 

Therefore, if a man marry him a wife in the world > 
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and he marry her not by me, nor by my word, and 
he covenant with her so long as he is in the world, 
and she with him, their covenant and marriage is not 
of force when they are dead, and when they are out 
of the world ; therefore they are not bound by any 
law when they are out of the world ; therefore, when 
they are out of the world, they neither marry nor are 
given in marriage, but are appointed angels in heaven, 
which angels are ministering servants, to minister for 
those who are worthy of a far more, and an exceeding, 
and an eternal weight of glory ; for these angels did 
not abide my law, therefore they cannot be enlarged, 
but remain separately, and singly, without exaltation, 
in their saved condition, to all eternity, and from 
henceforth are not gods, but are angels of God for 
ever and ever. 

And again, verily I say unto you, if a man marry a 
wife, and make a covenant with her for time and for 
all eternity, if that covenant is not by me or by 
my word, which is my law, and is not sealed by the 
Holy Spirit of promise, through him whom I have 
anointed and appointed unto this power, then it is 
not valid, neither of force when they are out of the 
world, because they are not joined by me, saith the 
Lord, neither by my word; when they are out of 
the world, it cannot be received there, because the 
angels and the gods are appointed there, by whom 
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the J camiol pass; ihej cannot, thezefoie, inherit 
my gkycj, for my hooae is a hoose of order, saith the 
LoidGod. 

And again, TciilT I say mito yoo, if a man marry 
a nife hy my word, vhich is my hiw, and by the 
new and eredasting coTcnant, and it is sealed onto 
them by the Holy Spirit of promise, by him who is 
anointed, unto vhom I have appointed this power 
and the keys of this priesthood, and it shall be said 
imto them. Ye shall come forth in the first resurrec- 
tion ; and if it be after the first resurrection, in the 
next resurrection; and shall inherit thrones, king- 
doms, principalities, and powers, dominions, all 
heights and depths, then shall it be written in the 
Lamb's Book of life that he shall commit no murder, 
whereby to shed innocent blood ; and if ye abide in 
my covenant, and commit no murder whereby to shed 
innocent blood, it shall be done unto them in aQ 
things whatsoever my servant hath put upon them in 
time and through all eternity; and shall be of full 
force when they are out of the world, and they shall 
pass by the angels and the gods, which are set there, 
to their exaltation and glory in all things, as hath 
been sealed upon their heads, which glory shall be a 
fiilness and a continuation of the seeds for ever and 
ever. 

Then shall they be gods, because they have no end ; 
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therefore shall they be from everlasting to ever- 
lasting, because they continue ; then shall they be 
above all, because all things are subject unto them. 
Then shall they be gods, because they have all power, 
and the angels are subject unto them. 

Verily, verily, I say unto you, except ye abide 
my law, ye cannot attain to this glory; for strait 
is the gate, and narrow the way, that leadeth unto 
the exaltation and continuation of the lives, and few 
there be that find it, because ye receive me not in 
the world, neither do ye know me. But if ye receive 
me in the world, then shall ye know me, and shall 
receive your exaltation, that where I am, ye shall 
be also. This is eternal life, to know the only 
wise and true God, and Jesus Christ whom he hath 
sent. I am he. Keceive ye, therefore, my law. 
Broad is the gate, and wide the way that leadeth to 
the death, and many there are that go in thereat, 
because they receive me not, neither do they abide in 
my law. 

Verily, verily, I say unto you, if a man marry a 
wife according to my word, and they are sealed by 
the Holy Spirit of promise according to mine 
appointment, and he or she shall commit any sin 
or transgression of the new and everlasting cove- 
nant whatever, and all manner of blasphemies, and 
if they commit no murder, wherein they shed inno- 
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cent blood, yet they shall come forth in the first 
resurrection, and enter into their exaltation; but 
they shall be destroyed in the flesh, and shall be 
delivered unto the buffetings of Satan, unto the day 
of redemption, saith the Lord God. 

The blasphemy against the Holy Ghost, which 
shall not be forgiven in the world nor out of the 
world, is in that ye commit murder, wherein ye shed 
innocent blood, and assent unto my death, after ye 
have received my new and everlasting covenant, saith 
the Lord God ; and he that abideth not this law can 
in no wise enter into my glory, but shall be damned, 
saith the Lord. 

I am the Lord thy God, and will give unto thee 
the law of my holy priesthood, as was ordained by 
me and my Father before the world was. Abraham 
received all things, whatsoever he received, by revela- 
tion and commandment, by my word, saith the Lord, 
and hath entered into his exaltation, and sitteth upon 
his throne. 

Abraham received promises concerning his seed, 
and of the fruit of his loins — from whose loins ye 
are, viz., my servant Joseph — which were to con- 
tinue so long as they were in the world; and as 
touching Abraham and his seed out of the world, 
thev should continue ; both in the world and out of 
the world should they continue as innumerable as 
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the stars ; or, if ye were to count the sand upon the 
sea-shore, ye could not number them. This promise 
is yours also, because ye are of Abraham, and the 
promise was made unto Abraham, and by this law 
are the continuation of the works of my Father, 
wherein he glorifieth himself. Go ye, therefore, and 
do the works of Abraham ; enter ye into my law, and 
ye shall be saved. But if ye enter not into my law, 
ye cannot receive the promises of my Father, which 
He made unto Abraham. 

God commanded Abraham, and Sarah gave Hagar 
to Abraham to wife. And why did she do it ? Be- 
cause this was the law, and from Hagar sprang many 
people. This, therefore, was fulfilling, among other 
things, the promises. Was Abraham, therefore, under 
condemnation? Verily, I say unto you. Nay; for 
ihe Lord commanded it. Abraham was commanded 
to offer his son Isaac ; nevertheless, it was written^ 
Thou shalt not kill. Abraham^ however, did not 
refuse, and it was accounted unto him for righteous- 
ness. 

Abraham received concubines, and they bare him 
children, and it was accounted unto him for righteous- 
ness, because they were given unto him, and he 
abode in my law; as Isaac also, and Jacob, did 
none other things than that which they were com- 
manded; and because they did none other things 
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than that which they were commanded, they have 
entered into their exaltation, according to the pro- 
mises, and sit upon thrones; and are not angels, hut 
are gods. David also received many wives and 
concubines, as also Solomon, and Moses my servant, 
as also many others of my servants, from the beginning 
of creation until this time, and in nothing did 
they sin, save in those things which they received 
not of me. 

Davids wives and concubines were given unto 
him of me by the hand of Nathan my servant, and 
others of the prophets who had the keys of this 
power; and in none of these things did he sin 
against me, save in the case oi Uriah and his wife ; 
and, therefore, he hath fallen from his exaltation, 
and received his portion; and he shall not inherit 
them out of the world, for I gave them unto another, 
saith the Lord. 

I am the Lord thy God, and I gave unto thee, 
my servant Joseph, by appointment, and restore all 
things ; ask what ye will, and it shall be given unto 
you, according to my word; and as ye have asked 
concerning adultery, verily, verily, I say unto you, 
if a man receiveth a wife in the new and everlasting 
covenant, and if she be with another man, and I have 
not appointed unto her by the holy anointing, she 
hath committed adultery, and shall be destroyed. 
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If she be not in the new and everlasting covenant, 

and she be with another man^ she has committed 

adultery; and if her husband be with another 

woman, and he was under a vow, he hath broken 

his vow, and hath committed adultery; and if she 

hath not committed adultery, but is innocent, and 

hath not broken her vow, and she knoweth it, and I 

reveal it unto you, my servant Joseph, then shall you 

have power, by the power of my holy priesthood, to 

take her, and give her unto him that hath not com* 

mitted adultery, but hath been faithful ; for he shall 

be made ruler over many ; for I have conferred upon 

you the keys and power of the priesthood, wherein I 

restore all things, and make known unto you all 

things in due time. 

And verily, verily, I say unto you that whatsoever 

you seal on earth shall be sealed in heaven ; and 

whatsoever you bind on earth, in my name and by 

my word, saith the Lord, it shall be eternally bound 

in the heavens ; . and whosesoever sins you remit on 

earth, shall be remitted eternally in the heavens ; and 

whosesoever sins you retain on earth, shall be retained 
in heaven. 

And again, verily, I say, whomsoever you bless, I 
will bless ; and whomsoever you curse, I will curse, 
saith the Lord; for I, the Lord, am thy God. 

And again, verily, I say unto you, my servant 
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Joseph^ that vhatsoever you give on eartb, and to 
whomsoeyer you give any one on earth, by my -word 
and according to my law, it shall be visited with 
blessings and not cursings, and with my power, saith 
the Lord, and shall be without condemnation on earth 
and in heaven, for I am the Lord thy God, and will 
be with thee even unto the end of the world, and 
through all eternity; for verily I seal upon you your 
exaltation, and prepare a throne for you in the king- 
dom of my Father, with Abraham your father. 
JBehold! I have seen your sacrifices, and will for- 
give all your sins; I have seen your sacrifices, in 
obedience to that which I have told you ; go, there- 
fore, and I make a way for your escape, as I accepted 
the offering of Abraham of his son Isaac. 

Verily, I say unto you, a commandment I give unto 
unto mine handmaid, Emma Smith, your wife, whom 
I have given unto you, that she stay herself, and partake 
of that which I commanded you to offer unto her ; 
for I did it, saith the Lord, to prove you all, as I did 
Abraham, and that I might require an offering at your 
hand by covenant and sacrifice; and let mine handmaid, 
Emma Smith, receive all those that have been given 
imto my servant Joseph, and who are virtuous and pure 
before me ; and those who are not pure, and have said 
they were pure, shall be destroyed, saith the Lord God ; 
for I am the Lord thy God, and ye shall obey my 
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voice ; and I give unto my servant Joseph, that he 
shall be made ruler over many things, for he hath 
been faithful over a few things, and from henceforth I 
Trill strengthen him. 

And I command mine handmaid, Emma Smith, to 
abide and cleave unto my servant Joseph, and to 
none else. But if she will not abide this command- 
ment^ she shall be destroyed, saith the Lord, for I 
am the Lord thy God, and will destroy her if she 
abide not in my law ; but if she will not abide this 
commandment, then shall my servant Joseph do all 
things for her, as he hath said ; and I will bless him, 
and multiply him, and give unto him an hundred-fold 
in this world, of fathers and mothers, brothers and 
sisters, houses and lands, wives and children, and 
crowns of eternal lives in the eternal worlds. And 
again, verily I say, let mine handmaid forgive my 
servant Joseph his trespasses, and then shall she be 
forgiven her trespasses, wherein she hath trespassed 
against me ; and I, the Lord thy God, will bless her^ 
and multiply her, and make her heart to rejoice. 

And again, I say, let not my servant Joseph put 
his property out of his hands, lest an enemy come 
and destroy him — for Satan seeketh to destroy — for 
I am the Lord thy God, and he is my servant ; and 
behold! and lo, I am with him, as I was with 
Abraham thy father, even unto his exaltation and glory* 
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Now, as totichiDg the law of the priesthood, there 
are many things pertaining thereunto. Verily, if a man 
be called of my Father, as was Aaron, by mine own 
voice, and by the voice of him that sent me, and I 
have endowed him with the keys of the power of this 
priesthood, if he do anything in my name, and 
according to my law, and by my word, he will not 
commit sin, and I will justify him. Let no one, 
therefore, set on my servant Joseph, for I will justify 
him ; for he shall do the sacrifice which I require at 
his hands, for his transgressions, saith the Lord your 
God. 

And again, as pertaining to the law of the priest- 
hood ; if any man espouse a virgin, and desire to 
espouse another, and the first give her consent ; and 
if he espouse the second, and they are virgins, and 
have vowed to no other man, then is he justified ; he 
cannot commit adultery, for they are given unto him ; 
for he cannot commit adultery with that that be- 
longeth unto him, and to none else ; and if he have 
ten virgins given unto him by this law, he cannot 
commit adultery, for they belong to him, and they 
are given unto him; therefore is he justified. But if 
one or either of the ten virgins, after she is espoused, 
shall be with another man, she has committed adul- 
tery, and shall be destroyed ; for they are given unto 
him to multiply and replenish the earth, according to 
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my commandment^ and to fulfil the promise which 
was given by my Father before the foundation of the 
worlds and for their exaltation in the eternal worlds^ 
that they may bear the souls of men ; for herein is 
the Ti^rork of my Father continued^ that he may be 
glorified. 

And again, verily, verily, I say unto you, if any man 
have a wife who holds the keys of this power, and he 
teaches unto her the law of my priesthood as pertain- 
ing to these things, then shall she believe and admi- 
nister unto him, or she shall be destroyed, saith the 
Lord your God; for I will destroy her; for I will 
magnify my name upon all those who receive and 
abide in my law. Therefore it shall be lawful in me, 
if she receive not this law, for him to receive all 
things whatsoever I, the Lord his God, will give unto 
him, because she did not believe and administer unto 
him according to my word ; and she then becomes 
the transgressor, and he is exempt from the law of 
Sarah, who administered unto Abraham according to 
the law, when I commanded Abraham to take Hagar 
to wife. And now, as pertaining to this law, verily, 
verily, I say unto you, I will reveal more unto you 
hereafter, therefore let this suffice for the present. 
Behold ! I am Alpha and Omega. Amen. 
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I. 

A WAR MEETING. 

Our complaint jast now is war meetin's. They've bin 
bavin em bad in varis parts of our cheerful Republic, 
and nat'rally we caught 'em here in Baldinsville. 
They broke out all over us. They're better attended 
than the Eclipse was. 

I remember how people poured into our town Jast 
Spring to see the Eclipse. They labored into a im- 
pression that they couldn't see it to home, and so they 
cum up to our place. I cleared a very handsome 
amount of monejr by exhibitin' the Eclipse to 'em, in 
an open-top tent. But the crowds is bigger now. 
Posey County is aroused. I may say, indeed, that 
the pra-hay-ories of Injianny is on fire. 

Our big meetin' came ofi* the other night, and our 
old friend of the Bugle was elected Cheerman. 

The Bugle-Horn of Liberty is one of Baldinsville's 
most eminentest institootions. The advertisements 
are well written, and ^the deaths and marriages are 
conducted with signal ability. The editor, Mr. Slin- 

H 
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KERS^ is a polish'dy skarcastic writer. Folks in these 
parts will not soon forgit how he used up the Eagle of 
Freedonty a family journal published at Snootville 
near here. The controversy was about a plank road. 
** The road may be, as our contemporary says, a hum- 
bug ; but our aunt isn't bald-heded, and we hayen t got 
a one-eyed sister Sal ! Wonder if the Editor of the 
Eagle of Freedom sees it ?" This used up the Eagle 
of Freedom feller, because his aunt's head does present 
a skinn'd appearance, and his sister Sarah is very 
much one-eyed. For a genteel home thrust, Mr. 
Slikkers has few ekals. He is a man of great pluck 
likewise. He has a fierce nostril, and I bVeve upon my 
soul, that if it wasn't absolootly necessary for him to 
remain here and announce in his paper, from week to 
week that " our Gov'ment is about to take vig'rous 
measures to put down the rebellion" — I b'lieve, upon 
my soul, this illustris man would enlist as a Brigadier 
Gin'ral, and git his Bounty. 

I was fixin' myself up to attend the great war 
meetin', when my daughter entered with a you^g man 
who was evijently from the city, and who wore long 
hair, and had a wild expression into his eye. In one 
hand he carried a portfolio, and his other paw claspt 
a bunch of small brushes. My daughter introduced 
him as Mr. Sweibier, the distiuguished landscape 
painter from Fhiladelphy. 
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" He is a artist, papa. Here is one of his master- 
pieces — a young mother gazin* admirinly upon her 
first'bom/' and my daughter showed me a really 
pretty picter, done in ile. *' Is it not beautiful, papa ? 
He throws so much soul into his work." 

" Does he ? does he ?" said I—" well, I reckon I'd 
better hire him to whitewash our fence. It needs it 
What will you charge, sir," I continued, " to throw 
some soul into my fence r 

My daughter went out of the room in very short 
meeter, takin' the artist with her, and, from the em- 
phatical manner in which the door slan^'d, I concluded 
she was summut disgusted at my remarks. She closed 
the door, I may say, in italics, I went into the closet 
and larfed all alone by myself for over half an hour. 
I larfed so vi'lently that the preserve jars rattled like 
a cavalry officer's sword and things, which it aroused 
my Betsy, who came and opened the door pretty 
suddent. She seized me by the few lonely hairs that 
still linger sadly upon my bare-footed bed, and 
dragged me out of the closet, incidently obsarving 
that she didn't exactly see why she should be com- 
pelled, at her advanced stage of life, to open a assylum 
for sooperanooated idiots. 

My wife is one of the best wimin on this continent, 
altho' she isn't always gentle as a lamb, with mint 
sauce. No, not always. 

H 2 
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But to return to the war meetin*. It was largely 
attended. The Editor of the Bugle arose and got up 
and said the fact coald no longer he disguised that 
we were involved in a war. " Human gore," said he, 
"is flowin*. All ahle-hodied men should seize a 
musket and march to the tented field. I repeat it, 
sir, to the tented field." 

A voice — "Why don't you go yourself, you old 
hlowhard ?" 

" I am identified, young man, with an Arkymedian 
leaver which moves the world," said the Editor, wip- 
ing his auhum brow with his left coat-tail : " I allude, 
young man, to the press. Terms, two dollars a year, 
invariably in advance. Job printing executed with 
neatness and dispatch 1'^ And with this brilUant bust 
of elekance the editor introduced Mr. J. Brutus Hin- 
kins, who is sufferin* from an attack of College in a 
naberin place. Mr. Hinkins said Washington was 
not safe. Who can save our national capeetle ? 

" Dan Setchell," I said. " He can do it after- 
noons. Let him plant his light and airy form onto 
the Long Bridge, make faces at the hirelin' foe, and 
thev'U skedaddle ! Old Setch can do it !" 

" I call the Napoleon of Showmen," said the editor 
of the Bugle — " I call that Napoleonic man, whose 
life is adorned with so many noble virtues, and whose 
giant mind lights up this warlike scene — I call him 
to order." 
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I will remark, in this connexion, that the editor of 
the Bugle does my joh printing. 

" You," said Mr. Hinkins, " who live away from 
the busy haunts of men do not comprehend the mag- 
nitood of the crisis. The busy haunts of men is 
where people comprehend this crisis. We who live 
in the busy haunts of men — that is to say, we dwell, 
as it were, in the busy haunts of men." 

*' I really trust that the gentl'man will not fail to 
say suthin about the busy haunts of men, before he 
sits down," said I. 

" I claim the right to express my sentiments here," 
said Mr. Hinkins, in a slightly indignant tone, '^ and 
I shall brook no interruption, if I am a Softmore." 

" You couldn't be more soft, my young friend," I 
observed, whereupon there was cries of *' Order ! 
order !" 

" I regret I can't mingle in this strife personally,'* 
said the young man. 

*.* You might inlist as a liberty-pole," said I in a 
silvery whisper. 

" But," he added, " I have a voice, and that voice 
is for war." The young man then closed his speech 
with some strikin and original remarks in relation 
to the star-spangled banner. He was followed by 
the village minister, a very worthy man indeed, but 
whose sermons have a tendency to make people sleep 
pretty industriously. 
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I am willin* to inlist for ooe," he said. 
What's your weight, parson ?" I asked. 
A hundred and sixty pounds," he said. 
Well, you can inlist as a hundred and sixty 
pounds of morphine, your dooty bein' to stand in the 
hospitals arter a battle, and preach while the surgical 
operations is hein performed ! Think how much 
you'd save the Gov'ment in morphine." 

He didn't seem to see it; but he made a good 
speech, and the editor of the Bugle rose to read the 
resolutions, commencin' as foUers : — 

" Resolved, That we view with anxiety the fact that 
there is now a war goin on, and 

"Resolved, That we believe Stonewall Jackson 
sympathizes with the secession movement, and that 
we hope the nine-months' men" — 

At this point he was interrupted by the sounds of 
silvery footsteps on the stairs, and a party of wimin, 
carryin' guns and led by Betsy Jane, who brandish'd 
a loud and rattlin' umbereller, burst into the room. 

" Here," cried I, '* are some nine-months' wimin !" 

" Mrs. Ward," said the editor of the Bugle — 
" Mrs. Ward, and ladies, what means this extr'ord'n'ry 
demonstration ?" 

"It means," snid that remarkable female, "that 
you men air makin' fools of yo^irselves. You air 
willin to talk and urge others to go to the wars, but 
you don't go to the wars yourselves. War meetin's 
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is very nice in their way, but they don't keep Stone- 
wall Jackson from comin* over to Maryland and 
helpin* himself to the fattest beef critters. What we 
want is more cider and less talk. We want you able- 
bodied men to stop speechifying, which don't 'mount 
to the wiggle of a sick cat's tail, and go to fi'tin' ; 
otherwise you can stay at home and take keer of the 
children, while we wimin will go to the wars !" 

" Gentl'men," said I, " that's my wife ! Go in, old 
gal !" and I throw'd up my ancient white hat in per- 
feck rapters. 

" Is this roll-book to be filled up with the names 
of men or wimin?" she cried. 

" With men — with men !" and our quoty was made 
up that very night. 

There is a great deal of gas about these war 
meetin's. /l war meetin*, in fact, without gas, would 
be suthin' like the play of Hamlet with the part of 
Othello omitted. 

Still believin' that the Goddess of Liberty is about 
as well sot up with as any young lady in distress 
could expect to be, I am 

Yours more'n anybody else's, 

A. Ward. 



10 4« Art emus Ward, his Travels. 



II. 

ARTEMDS WARD'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

New York, neak Fifth Avenoo Hotei^ 

Org. Slct. 

Editer of Play Bill. 

Dr. Sir — Yrs, into which you ask me to send you 
sum leadin incidents in my life so you can write my 
Bogfry for the papers, cum dooly to hand. I hav no 
doubt that a article onto my life, grammattycally 
jerked and properly punktooated, would be a addition 
to the chois literatoor of the day. 

To the yooth of Ameriky it would be vallyble as 
showin how high a pinnykle of fame a man can reach 
who commenst his career with a small canvas tent and 
a pea-green ox, which he rubbed it off while scratchin 
hisself agin the center pole, causin in Kahway N. J. a 
discriminatin mob to say humbugs would not go down 
in their village. The ox resoom'd agricultooral pur- 
soots shortly afterwards. 

I next tried my hand at givin Blind-man concerts, 
appearin as the poor blind-man myself. But the 
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infamus cuss who I hired to lead me round towns in 
the day time to excite simpathy drank freely of 
spiritoous licker unbeknowns to me one day, in while 
under] their inflooance he led me into the canal. T 
had to either tear the green bandige from my eyes or 
be drownded. I tho't I'd restore my eyesight. 

In writin about these things, Mr. Editer, kinder 
smooth 'em over. Speak of 'em as eccentrissities of 
genus. 

My next ventur would hav bin a success if I hadn't 
tried to do too much. I got up a series of wax 
figgers, and among others one of Socrates. I tho't 
a wax figger of Old Sock, would be poplar with eddy- 
cated peple, but unfortinitly I put a Brown linen 
duster and a U.S. Army regulation cap on him, which 
peple with classy cal eddy cations said it was a farce. 
This enterprise was onfortnit in other respecks. At 
a certin town I advertised a wax figger of the Hon'ble 
Amos Perkins, who was a Railroad President, and a 
great person in them parts. But it appeared I had 
shown the same figger for a Pirut named Gibbs in 
that town the previs season, which created a intense 
toomult, & the audience remarked *^ shame onto me," 
& other statements of the same similarness. I tried 
to mollify 'em. I told 'em that any family possessin 
children might have my she tiger to play with half a 
day, & I wouldn't charge 'em a cent, but alars ! it was 
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of no avail. I was forced to leave, & I infer from a 
article in the Advertiser of that town, in which the 
Editer says, " Altho' time has silvered this man s hed 
with its frosts, he still brazenly wallows in infamy. 
Still are his snakes stuffed, and his wax works unre- 
liable. We are glad that he has concluded to never 
revisit our town, altho,* incredible as it may appear^ 
the fellow really did contemplate so doing last sum- 
mer ; when, still true to the craven instincts of his 
black heart, he wrote the hireling knaves of the 
obscure journal across the street to know what they 
would charge for 400 small bills, to be done on yellow 
paper ! We shall recur to this matter again." 

I say, I infer from this article that a prejudiss still 
exists agin me in that town. 

I will not speak of my once bein in straitend cir- 
cumstances in a sertin town, and of my endeaverin* to 
accoomulate welth by lettin myself to Sabbath School 
picnics, to sing ballads adapted to the understandins 
of little children, accompanyin myself on a claironett — 
which I] forgot where I was one day, singin instid of 
" Oh, how pleasant to be a little child," 

Rip snap — set 'em up again. 

Eight in the middle of a three-cent pie, 

which mistake, added to the fact that I couldn't play 
onto the claironett except making it howl dismal. 
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broke up the picDic, and children said in voices 
choked with sobs and emotions where was their home 
and where was their Pa ? and I said he quiet dear 
children, I am your Pa, which made a young woman 
with two twins by her side say very angryly, " Good 
heavens forbid you should ever be the Pa of any of 
these innocent ones unless it is much desirable for 
them to expire igminyusly upon to a murderer's 
gallus I" 

I say I will not speak of this. Let it be Berrid into 
Oblivyun. 

In your article, Mr. Editer, please tell him what sort 
of a man I am. 

If you see fit to kriticise my Show speak your mind 
freely. I do not object to kriticism. Tell the public, 
in a candid and graceful article, that my Show abounds 
in moral and startlin cooriosities, any one of whom is 
wuth dubble the price of admission. 

I hav thus far spoke of myself excloosivly as a 
exhibiter. 

I was born in the State of Maine of parents. As 
a infant I attracted a great deal of attention. The 
nabers would stand over my cradle for hours and say, 
" How bright that little face looks ! How much it 
nose !" The young ladies would carry me round in 
their arms, sayin I was muzzer's bezzy darlin and a 
sweety 'eety ittle ting. It was nice, tho* I was'nt old 
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enuff to properly appreciate it. I m a healthy old 
darlin now. 

I have allers sustained a good moral character. I 
was never a Railroad director in my life. 

Altho' in early life I did not inva'bly confine myself 
to truth in my small hills, I have been gradooally 
growin respectabler and respectahler ev ry year. I luv 
my children, and never mistake another man's wife for 
my own. I'm not a member of any meetin house, but 
firmly bel'eve in meetin houses, and shouldn't feel 
safe to take a dose of laudnum and lay down in the 
street of a village that hadnt any, with a thousand 
dollars in my vest pockets. 

My temperament is billious, altho' I don't owe a 
dollar in the world. 

I am a early riser, but my wife is a Presbyterian. 
I may add that I am also bald-heded. I keep two 
cows. 

I liv in Baldinsville, Indiany. My next door naber 
is Old Steve Billins. Ill tell you a little story about 
Old Steve that will make you larf. He jined the 
Church last Spring, and the minister said, " You must 
go home now. Brother BilUns, and erect a family altar 
in your own house," whereupon the egrejis old ass 
went home and built a reg'lar Pulpit in his settin 
room. He had the jiners in his house over four 
days. 
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I am 56 (56) years of age. Time, with its relent- 
less scythe, is ever husy. The Old Sexton gathers 
them in. he gathei-s them in ! I keep a pig this year. 

I don't think of anything more, Mr. Ed'ter. 

If you should giv' my portrait in connection with 
my Bogfry, please have me ingraved in a languishin 
attitood^ leanin] on a marble pillar, leavin my back 
hair as it is now. 

Trooly yours, 

Artemus Ward. 



1 
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III. 

THINGS IN NEW YORK. 

The stoodent and connyseer must have noticed and 
admired in varis parts of the United States of America, 
large yeller handbills, which not only air ^ gems of 
art in theirselves, but they troothfully sit forth the 
attractions of my show — a show, let me here obsarve, 
that contains many livin wild animils, every one of 
which has got a Beautiful Moral. 

Them handbils is sculpt in New York. 

& I annooUy repair here to git some more on 'um ; 

&, bein here, I tho't I*d issoo a Address to the 
public on matters and things. 

Since last I meyandered these streets, I have bin 
all over the Pacific Slopes and Utah. I cum back 
now, with my virtoo unimpared, but I've got to git 
some new clothes. 

Many changes has taken place, even durin' my 
short absence, & sum on um is Solium to contem- 
pulate. The house in Varick street, where I used to 
Board, is bein' torn down. That house, which was 
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rendered memoriable by my livin' into it^ is ^^ parsin' 
away ! parsin' away !" But some of the timbers 
will be made into canes, which will be sold to my 
admirers at the low price of one dollar each. Thus 
is changes goin' on continerly. In the New World 
it is war — ^in the Old World Empires is totterin' & 
Dysentaries is crumblin/ These canes is cheap at a 
dollar. 

Sammy Booth, Duane street, sculps my hanbills, 
& he's a artist. He studid in Bome — State of New 
York. 

I m here to read the proof-sheets of my hanbils as 
fast as they're sculpt. You have to watch these ere 
printers pretty close, for they're jest as apt to spel 
a word rong as anyhow. 

But I have time to look round sum & ^how do I 
find things ? I return to the Atlantic States aftet a 
absence of ten months, & what State do I find^the 
country in ? Why I don't know what State I find 
it in. Suffice it to say, that I do not find it in the 
State of New Jersey. 

I find sum things that is cheerin', partic'ly the 
resolve on the part of the wimin of America to stop 
wearin furrin goods. 

I never meddle with my wife's things. She may 
wear muslin from Greenland's icy mountins, and 
bombazeen from Injy's coral strands, if she wants 
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to ; but I'm glad to state that that superior woman 
has peeled off all her furrin clothes and jumpt into 
fabrics of domestic raanufactur. 

But, says sum folks, if you stop importin* things 
you stop the revenoo. That's all right. We can 
stand it if the Revenoo can. On the same principle 
young men should continer to get drunk on French 
brandy and to smoke their livers as dry as a corn- 
cob with Cuby cigars, because 4-sooth if they don't, 
it will hurt the Eevenoo ! This talk 'bout the 
Revenoo is of the bosh, boshy. One thing is tol'bly 
certin — if we don't send gold out of the country we 
shall have the consolation of knowing that it is in 
the country. So I say great credit is doo the wimin 
for this patriotic move — and to tell the trooth, the 
wimin genrally know what they're 'bout. Of all 
the blessins they're the soothinist. If there'd never 
bin any wimin, where would my children be to-day ?<:] 

But I hope this move will lead to other moves 
that air just as much needed, one of which is a genral 
and therrer curtainment of expenses all round. The 
fact is we air gettin ter'bly extravagant, & onless we 
paws in our mad career in less than two years the 
Goddess of Liberty will be seen dodgin' into a Pawn 
Broker's shop with the other gown done up in a 
bundle, even if she don't have to Spout the gold stars 
in her head-band. Let us all take hold jintly, and 



^ 



Things in New York. 118 



live and dress centsibly, like our forefathers, who 
know*d,moren we do, if they wamt quite so honest ! 
(Suttle goaketh.) 

There air other cheerin' signs. We don't, for 
^instuns, lack great Gen'rals, and we certinly dont 
lack brave sojers — but there's one thing I wish we 
did lack, and that is our present Congress. 

I venture to say that if you sarch the earth all 
over with a ten- boss power mikriscope, you won't 
be able to find such another pack of poppycock 
gabblers as the present Congress of the United States 
of America. 

Gentlemen of the Senit & of the House, you've 
sot there and draw'd your pay and made summer- 
complaint speeches long enuff. The country at large, 
incloodin* the undersined, is disgusted with you. 
Why don't you show us a statesman — sumbody who 
can make a speech that will hit the pop'lar hart right 
under the Great Public weskit? Why don't you 
show us a statesman who can rise up to the Emer- 
gency, and cave in the Emergency's head ? 

Congress, you won't do. Go home, you mizzer- 
able devils — go home ! 

At a special Congressional 'lection in my district 
the other day I delib'ritly voted for Henry Clay. 
I admit that Henry is dead, but inasmuch as we 
don't seem to have a live statesman in our National 

I 
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Congress, let us by all means have a first-class 
corpse. » 

Them who think that a cane made from the timbers 
of the house I once boarded in is essenshal to their 
happiness, should not delay about sendin the money 
right on for one. 

And now, with a genuine hurrar for the wimin 
who air goin to abandin furrin goods, and another 
for the patriotic everywheres, I'll leave public matters 
and indulge in a little pleasant family-gossip. 

My reported captur by the North American savijis 
of Utah, led my wide circle of friends and creditors 
to think that I had bid adoo to earthly things and 
was a angel playin on a golden harp. Hents my 
rival home was onexpected. 

It was 1 1 P.M., when I reached my homestid and 
knocked a healthy knock on the door thereof. 

A nightcap thrusted itself out of the front cham- 
ber winder. (It was my Betsy's nightcap.) And a 
voice said : 

" Who is it r 

" It is a Man !" I answered, in a gruff vois. 
I don't b'lieve it !" she sed. 
Then come down and search me," I replied. 

Then resumin' my nat'ral voice, I said, "It is 
your own A. W., Betsy ! Sweet lady, wake ! Ever 
of thou !" 
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" Oh," she said, " it s you, is it ? I thought I 
smelt something." 

But the old girl was glad to see me. 

In the mornin I found that my family were enter- 
tainin a artist &om Philadelphy, who was there 
paintin' some startlin' water-falls and mountins, and 
I morin suspected he had a hankerin' for my oldest 
dauter. 

"Mr. Skimmerhom, father," sed my dauter. 

" Glad to see you, sir !" I replied in a hospittle 
vois. " Glad to see you." 

" He is an artist, father," sed my child. 

"Awhichist?" 

"An artist. A painter." 

" And glazier," I askt. " Air you a painter and 
glazier, sir ?" 

My dauter and wife was mad, but I couldn t help 
it, I felt in a comikil mood. 

" It is a wonder to me, sir," said the artist, " con- 
siderin' what a wide-spread reputation you have, 
that some of our Eastern managers dont secure 
you." 

" It's a wonder to me," said I to ray wife, " that 
somebody don t secure him with a chain." 

After breakfast I went over to town to see my old 
friends- The editor of the Bugle greeted me cord- 
yuUy, and showed me the foUerin' article he'd just 

I 2 
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written about the paper on the other side of the 
street : — 

"We have recently put up in our ofl&ce an en- 
tirely new sink, of unique construction — with two 
holes through which the soiled water may pass to 
the new bucket underneath. What will the hell- 
hounds of The Advertiser say to this ? We shall 
continue to make improvements as fast as our rapidly- 
increasing business may warrant. Wonder whether 
a certain Editor's wife thinks she can palm off a 
brass watch-chain on this community for a gold one ?" 

" That," says the Editor, " hits him whar he live^. 
That will close him up as bad as it did when I wrote 
an article ridicooling his sister, who's got a cock-eye " 

A few days after my return I was shown a young 
man, who says he'll be Dam if he goes to the war. 
He was settin' on a barrel, & was indeed a Loath- 
sum objeck. 

Last Sunday I heard Parson Batkins preach, and 
the good old man preached well, too, tho' his 
prayer was rather lengthy. The Editor of the Bugle, 
who was with me, said that prayer would make fif- 
teen squares, solid nonparil. 

I don t think of nothin more to write about. So, 
** B'leeve me if all those endearing young charms,' 
&c., &c. 

A. Ward. 
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IV. 
IN CANADA. 

I'm at present existin' under a monikal form of 
Gov ment. In other words I'm travellin' among the 
crowned beds of Canady. They ai'n't pretty bad 
people. On the cont'ry, they air exceedin' good 
people. 

Troo, they air deprived of many blessins. They 
don't enjoy, for instans, the priceless boon of a war. 
They haven't any American Egil to onchain, and they 
hain't got a Fourth of July to their backs. 

Altho' this is a monikal form of Gov'ment, I am 
onable to perceeve much moniky. I tried to git a 
piece in Toronto, but failed to succeed. 

Mrs. Victoria, who is Queen of England, and has 
all the luxuries of the markets, incloodin' game in 
its season, don't bother herself much about Canady, 
but lets her do 'bout as she's mighter. She, however, 
gin rally keeps her supplied with a lord, who's called 
a Gov'ner Gin'ral. Sometimes the politicians of 
Canady make it lively for this lord — for Canady has 
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politician?, and I expect they don't differ from our 
politicians, some of em bein gifted and talented 
liars, no doubt 

The present Gov'ner Gin'ral of Canady is Lord 
Monk. I saw him review some volunteers at Mon- 
treal. He was accompanied by some other lords and 
dukes and generals and those sort of things. He 
rode a little bay horse, and his close wasn't any better 
than mine. You'll always notiss, by the way, that 
the higher up in the world a man is, the less good 
harness he puts on. Hence Ginral Halleck walks 
the streets in plain citizen s dress, while the second 
lieutenant of a volunteer regiment piles all the brass 
things he can find onto his back, and drags a forty- 
pound sword after him. 

Monk has been in the lord bisniss some time, and 
I understand it pays, tho' I don't know what a lord's 
wages is. The wages of sin is death and postage* 
stamps. But this has nothing to do with Monk. 

One of Lord Monk's daughters rode with him on 
the field. She has golden hair, a kind good face, and 
wore a red hat. I should be very happy to have her 
pay me and my family a visit at Baldinsville. Gome 
and bring your knittin'. Miss Monk. Mrs. Ward 
will do the fair thing by you. She makes the best 
slap-jacks in America. As a slap-jackist, she has no 
ekal. She wears the Belt. 
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What the review was all about, I don't know. I 
haven't a gigantic intelleck, which can grasp great 
qnestions at onct. I am not a Webster or a Seymour. 
I am not a Washington or a Old Abe. Fur from it. 
I am not as gifted a man as Henry Ward Beecher. 
Even the congregation of Plymouth Meetin'-House 
in Brooklyn will admit that. Yes, I should think 
so. But while I don't have the slitest idee as to 
what the review was fur, I will state that the sojers 
looked pretty scrumptious in their red and green 
close. 

Gome with me, gentle reader, to Quebeck. Que- 
beck was surveyed and laid out by a gentleman who 
had been afflicted with the delirium tremens from 
childhood, and hence his idees of things was a little 
irreg'ler. The streets don't lead anywheres in par- 
ticler, but everywheres in gin'ral. The city is hilt on 
a variety of perpendicler hills, each hill bein* a trifle 
wuss nor t*other one. Quebeck is full of stone walls, 
and arches, and citadels and things. It is said no 
foe could ever get into Quebeck, and I guess they 
couldn t. And I don't see what they'd want to get 
in there for. 

Quebeck has seen lively times ina warlike way. 
The French and Britishers had a set-to there in 1769. 
Jim Wolfe commanded the latters, and Jo Mont- 
calm the formers. Both were hunky boys, and fit 
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nobly. But Wolfe was too many measles for Mont- 
CALM, and the French was slew'd. Wolfe and 
Montcalm was both killed. In arter years a com- 
mon monyment was erected by the gen roos people 
of Quebeck, aided by a bully Earl named George 
Dalhousie, to these noble fellows. That was well 
done. 

Durin' the Eevolutionary War B. Arnold made 
his way, through dense woods and thick snows, from 
Maine to Quebeck, which it was one of the hunki^st 
things ever done in the military line. It would have 
been better if B. Arnold's funeral had come off im- 
mediately on his arrival there. 

On the Plains of Abraham tl^ere was onct some 
tall fitin/ and ever since then there has been a great 
demand for the bones of the slew'd on that there 
occassion. But the real ginooiife bones was long ago 
carried off, and now the boys make a hansum thing 
by cartin' the bones of bosses and sheep out there, 
and, sellin em to intelligent American towerists, 
Takin' a perfessional view of this dodge, I must say 
that it betrays genius of a lorfty character. 

It reminded me of an inspired feet of my own. I 
used to exhibit a wax figure of Henry Wilkins, 
the Boy Murderer. Henry had, in a moment of 
inadvertence, killed his Uncle Ephram and walked 
off with the old man's money. Well, this stattoo 



In Canada, 121 

was lost somehow, and not sposin' it would make 
any particler difference I substitooted the fuH-grown 
stattoo of one of my distinguished piruts for the Boy 
Murderer. One night I exhibited to a poor but 
honest audience in the town of Stonehami Maine. 
^' This, ladies and gentlemen/' said I, pointing my 
umbrella (that weapon which is indispensable to 
every troo American) to the stattoo, *' this is jei life- 
like wax figger of the notorious Henry Wilkins, who 
in the dead of night murdered his Uncle Ephram in 
cold blood. A sad warning to all uncles havin 
murderers for nephews. When a mere child this 
Henry Wilkin s was compelled to go to the Sunday- 
school. He carried no Sunday-school book. The 
teacher told him to go home and bring one. He 
went and returned with a comic song-book. A 
depraved proceedin'." 

" But," says a man in the audience, " when you 
was here before your wax figure represented Henry 
WiLKiNS as a boy. Now, Henry was hung, and yet 
you show him to us now as a full-grown man. How's 
that ?" 

" The figger has growd, sir — ^it has growd," I said. 

I was angry. If it had been in these times I think 
I should have informed agin him as a traitor to his 
flag, and had him put in Fort Lafayette. 

I say adoo to Quebeck with regrei It is old 
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fogyish, but chock full of interest. YouDg gentlemen 
of a romantic turn of mind^ who air botherin' their 
heads as to how they can spend their father's money, 
had better see Quebeck. 

Altogether I like Canady. Good people and lots 
of pretty girls. I wouldn't mind comin over here to 
live in the capacity of a Duke, provided a vacancy 
occurs, and provided further I could be allowed a few 
Btar-spangled banners, a eagle, a boon of liberty, etc. 

Don't think I've skedaddled. Not at all. I'm 
coming home in a week. 

Let's have the Union restored as it was, if we can ; 
but if we can't, Tm in favour of the Union as it 
wasnt. But the Union anyhow. 

Gentlemen of the editorial corpse, if you would be 
happy be virtoous ! I, who am the emblem of virtoo, 
tell you so. 

(Signed) '' A Ward.' 
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V. 

THE NOBLE RED MAN. 

The red man of the forest was form'ly a very re- 
spectfal person. Justice to the noble aboorygine 
warrants me in sayin' that of orrigemerly he was a 
majestic cuss. 

At the time Chris, arrove on these shores (I allood 
to Chris. Columbus), the savajis was virtoous and 
happy. They were innocent of secession, rum, draw- 
poker, and sinfulness gin rally. They didn't discuss 
the slavery question as a custom. They had no 
Congress, faro hanks, delirium tremens, or Associated 
Press. Their habits was consequently good. Late 
suppers, dyspepsy, gas companies, thieves, ward poli- 
ticians, pretty waiter-girls, and other metropolitan 
refinements, were unknown among them. No savage 
in good standing would take postage-stamps. You 
wouldn't have bo't a coon skin with a barrel of *em. 
The female aboorygine never died of consumption, 
because she didn't tie her waist up in whalebone 
things; but in loose and flowin' garments she 



124 Art emus Ward, his Travels. 

bounded, with naked feet, over bills and plains like 
tbe wild and frisky antelope. It was a onlucky 
moment for us wben Chris, sot bis foot onto tbese 
'ere sbores. It would bave been better for us of tbe 
present day if tbe injins had given him a warm meal 
and sent him home ore tbe ragin billers. For the 
savages owned the country, and Columbus was a fil- 
libuster. Cortez, Pizarro, and Walker were one- 
horse fillibusters — Columbus was a four-horse team 
filibuster, and a large yaller dog under tbe waggin. 
I say, in view of tbe mess we are makin' of things, it 
would bave been better for us if Columbus bad staid 
to home. It would have been better for the show 
bisniss. Tbe circulation of Vanity Fair would be 
larger, and tbe proprietors would all have boozum 
pins ! Yes, sir, and perhaps a ten-pin alley. 

Sy which I don't wish to be understood as inti- 
matin' that the scalpin' wretches who are in the 
injin bisniss at tbe present day are of any account, 
or calculated to make home happy, specially the 
Sioxes of Minnesoty, who desarve to be murdered in 
the first degree, and if Pope will only stay in St. Paul 
and not go near 'em himself, I reckon they will be. 
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VI. 

THE SERENADE. 

Things in our town is workin'. The canal boat 
" Lucy Ann " called in here the other day and reported 
all quiet on the Wabash. The "Lucy Ann" has 
adopted a new style of Binnakle light, in the shape of 
a red-headed girl who sits up over the compass. It 
works well. 

The artist I spoke about in my larst has returned 
to Philadelphy. Before he left I took his lily-white 
hand in mine. I suggested to him that if he could 
induce the citizens of Philadelphy to believe it 
would be a good idea to have white winder-shutters 
on their houses and white door-stones, he might 
make a fortin. " It's a novelty," I added, " and may 
startle 'em at fust, but they may conclood to adopt 
it." 

As several of our public men are constantly being 
surprised with serenades, I concluded I'd be sur- 
prised in the same way, so I made arrangements 
accordin'. I asked the Brass Band how much they'd 
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take to take me entirely by surprise with a serenade. 
They said they'd overwhelm me with a unexpected 
honor for seven dollars, which I excepted. 

I wrote out my impromptoo speech severil days 
beforehand, bein very careful to expunge all ingra- 
matticisms and payin particler attention to the 
punktooation. It was, if I may say it without 
egitism, a manly effort, but, alars ! I never delivered 
it, as the sekel will show you. I paced up and down 
the kitchin speakin' my piece over so as to be entirely 
perfeck. My bloomin young daughter, Sarah Ann, 
bothered me summut by singin , " Why do summer 
roses fade ?" 

" Because," said I, arter hearin her sing it about 
fourteen times, " because it's their biz ! Let 'em 
fade." 

" Betsy," said I, pausin' in the middle of the room 
and letting my eagle eye wander from the manuscrip ; 
"Betsy, on the night of this here serenade, I 
desires you to appear at the winder dressed in white, 
and wave a lily-white handkercher. D'ye hear ?" 

"If I appear," said that remarkable female, "I 
shall wave a lily-white bucket of bilin' hot water, and 
somebody will be scalded. One bald-headed old fool 
will get his share." 

She refer'd to her husband. No doubt about it in 
my mind. But for fear she might exasperate me I 
said nothin." 
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The expected night cum. At nine o'clock pre- 
cisely there was sounds of footsteps in the yard, and 
the Band struck up a lively air, which when they did 
finish it, there was cries of " Ward ! Ward !" I 
stept out onto the portico. 'A hrief glance showed 
me that the assemblage was summut mixed. There 
was a great many ragged boys, and there was 
quite a number of grown-up persons evigently 
under the affluence of the intoxicatin' bole. The 
Band was also drunk. Dr. Schwazey, who was 
holdin up a post, seemed to be particly drunk — so 
much so that it had got into his spectacles, which 
were staggerin wildly over his nose. But I was in 
for it, and I commenced : 

" Feller Citizens : For this onexpected honor " 

Leader of the Band. — Will you give us our 
money now, or wait till you git through ? 

To this painful and disgustin interruption I paid 
no attention. 

" for this onexpected honor I thank you." 

Leader of the Band. — But you said you'd give us 
seven dollars if we'd play two choons. 

Again I didn't notice him, but resumed as follows : 
" I say I thank you warmly. When I look at this 
crowd of true Americans, my heart swells " 

Br, Schwazey. — So do I ! 

A voice. — ^We all do ! 
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■my heart swells- 



A voice. — Three cheers for the swells. 

"We live," said I, "in troublous times, but I 
hope we shall again resume our former proud posi- 
tion, and go on in our glorious career !" 

Dr. Schwazey. — I'm willin* for one to go on in a 
glorious career ? Will you join me, fellow citizens, 
in a glorious career ? What wages does a man git 
for a glorious career, when he finds himself ? 

" Dr. Schwazey,*' said I sternly, " you are drunk. 
You re disturbin' the meetin ." 

Dr. S. — Have you a banquet spread in the house ? 

I should like a rhynossyross on the half ^hell, or 
a hippopotamus on toast, or a horse and wagon 
roasted whole. Anything that's handy. Don't put 
yourself out on my account. 

At this pint the Band begun to make hidyous 
noises with their brass horns, and a exceedingly 
ragged boy Avanted to know if there wasn't to be 
some wittles afore the concern broke up ? I didn't 
exactly know what to do, and was just on the pint of 
doin' it, when a upper winder suddenly opened and a 
stream of hot water was bro't to bear on the dis- 
orderly crowd, who took the hint and retired at once. 

When I am taken by surprise with another sere- 
nade, I shall, among other arrangements, have a 
respectful company on hand. So no more &omme 
to-day. When this you see, remember me. 
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VII. 

A ROMANCE.— WILLUM BARKER, THE YOUNG 

PATRIOT. 

I. 

"No, William Barker, you cannot have my daugli- 
ter s hand in marriage until you are her equal in 
wealth and social position." 

The speaker was a haughty old man of some sixty 
years, and the person whom he addressed was a fine- 
looking young man of twenty-five. 

With a sad aspect the young man withdrew from 
the stately mansion. 

II. 

Six months later the young man stood in the pre- 
sence of the haughty old man. 

What ! you here again ?" angrily cried the old 
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" Ay, old man," proudly exclaimed William Barker, 
I am here, your daughter s equal and yours ?" 
The old man s lips curled with scorn. A derisive 

K 
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smile lit up his cold features ; when^ casting violently 
upon the marble centre table an enormous roll of 
greenbacks, WilUam Barker cried— 

" See ! Look on this wealth. And I Ve tenfold 
more ! Listen, old man ! Tou spumed me from your 
door. But I did not despair. I secured a contract 
for famishing the Army of the — — with beef " 

'^ Yes, yes !" eagerly exclaimed the old man. 

** and I bought up all the disabled cavalry 






horses I could find " 

" I see ! I see !" cried the old man. " And good 
beef they make, too." 

" They do ! thoy do ! and the profits are immense.** 
I should say so !'* 

And now, sir, I claim your daughter's fair hand !" 
Boy, she is yours. But hold ! Look me in the 
eye. Throughout all this have you been loyal ?'* 
" To the core !" cried William Barker. 
" And," continued the old man, in a voice husky 
with emotion, " are you in favour of a vigorous pro- 
secution of the war V 
I am, I am 1" 

Then, boy, take her ! Maria, child, come hither. 
Your William claims thee. Be happy, my children ! 
and whatever our lot in life may be, let us ail support 
the Oovemmentr 
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VIII. 
A ROMANCE.— THE CONSCRIPT. 

[Wliich may bother the reader a little, unless he is fiuniliar 
mih the music of the day.] 

Chapter I. 

PfiiLA'NDER Beed struggled with spool- thread and 
tape in a dry-goods store at Ogdensburgh, on the 
St. Lawrence River, State of New York. He Rallied 
Round the Flag, Boys, and Hailed Columbia every 
time she passed that way. One day a regiment re- 
turning from the war Came Marching Along, bringing 
An Intelligent Contraband with them, who left the 
South about the time Babylon was a-Fallin', and when 
it was apparent to all well-ordered minds that the 
Kingdom was Coming, accompanied by the Day of 
Jubiloo. Philander left his spool-thread and tape, 
rushed into the street, and by his Long-Tail Blue, 
said, ** Let me kiss him for his Mother." Then, with 
patriotic jocularity, he inquired, " How is your High 
Daddy in the Morning ?" to which Pomp of Cudjo's 

K 2 
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Cave replied, ** That poor Old Slave has gone to rest, 
we ne er shall see him more ! But U. S. G. is the 
man for me, or Any Other Man." Then he Walked 
Bound. 

"And your Master," said Philander, "where is 
he ?" 

" Massa s in the cold, cold ground — at least I hope 
so !" said the gay contraband. 

" March on, March on ! all hearts rejoice !" cried 
the Colonel, who was mounted on a Bob-tailed nag- 
on which, in times of Peace, my soul, O Peace ! he 
had betted his money. 

** Yaw," said a German Bold Sojer Boy, " we don't- 
fights- mi t-Segel as much as we did." 

The regiment marched on, and Philander betook 
himself to his mothers Cottage near the Banks of 
that Lone River, and rehearsed the stirring speech he 
was to make that night at a war meeting. 

"It's just before the battle. Mother," he said, " and 
I want to say something that will encourage Grant." 

Chapter II. — Mabel. 

Mabel Tucker was an orphan. Her father, Dan 
Tucker, was run over one day by a train of cars, 
though he needn't have been, for the kind-hearted 
engineer told him to Git Out of the Way. 
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Mabel early manifested a marked inclination for 
the millinery business, and at the time we introduce 
her to bur readers she was Chief Engineer of a Mil- 
linery Shop and Boss of a Sewing Machine. 

Philander Eeed loved Mabel Tucker, and Ever of 
her was Fondly Dreaming; and she used to say, 
** Will you love me Then as Now ?" to which he would 
answer that he would, and without the written con- 
sent of his parents. 

She sat in the parlour of the Cot where she was 
Born, one Summer's eve, with pensive thought, when 
Somebody came Knocking at the Door. It was 
Philander. Fond Embrace and things. Thrilling 
emotions. P. very pale, and shaky on the legs. Also, 
sweatv. 

" Where hast thou been ?" she said. " Hast been 
gathering shells from youth to age, and then leaving 
them like a che-eild ? Why this tremors ? Why 
these Sadfulness ?" 

'* Mabeyuel !'* he cried, " Mabeyuel ! They've 
Drafted me into the Army !" 

An Orderly Seargeant now appears and says, 
** Come, Philander, let's be a marching ;" and he tore 
her from his embrace (P's), and marched the conscript 
to the Examining Surgeon s office. 

Mabel fainted in two places. It was worse than 
Brothers Fainting at the Door, 
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Chapter III. — ^The Conscript. 

Philander Reed hadn'tihree hundred dollars, being 
a dead-broken Reed, so he mast either become one of 
the noble Band who are Coming, Father Abraham^ 
three hundred thousand more, or skedaddle across the 
St. Lawrence River to the Canada Line. As his 
opinions had recently undergone a radical change, 
he chose the latter course, and was soon Afloat, 
afloat, on the swift-rolling tide. "Row, brothers, 
row," he cried, " the stream runs fast, the Seargeant 
is near, and the 'Zamination s past, and I'm a able- 
bodied man." 

Landing, he at once imprinted a conservative kiss 
on the Canada Line, and feelingly asked himself, 
*' Who will care for Mother now ? But I propose to 
stick it out on this Line, if it takes all Summer." 

Chapter IV. — The Meeting. 

It was evening, it was. The Star of the Evening, 
Beautiful Star, shone brilliantly, adorning the sky 
with those Neutral tints which have characterized all 
British skies ever since this War broke out. 

Philander sat on the Canada Line, playing with his 
Yardstick, and perhaps about to take the measure of 
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an nnmade piece of calico ; when Mabel^ \riih a wild 
cry of joy, sprang from a small boat to his side. The 
meeting was too much. They divided a good squaxe 
£unt between them this time. At last Philander 
found his utterance, and said^ '' Do they tiiink of me 
at Home, do they ever think of me ?" 

" No," she replied, ** but they do at the recruiting 
office." 

'' Ha I 'tis well." 

" Nay, dearest," Mabel pleaded, " come home and 
go to the war like a man ! I will take your place in 
the Dry Goods store. True, a musket is a little 
heavier than a yardstick, but isn t it a rather more 
manly weapon ?" 

" I don't see it," was Philander s reply ; " besides, 
this war isn't conducted accordin' to the Constitution 
and Union. When it is — when it is, Mabeyuel, I 
will return and enlist as a Convalescent 1" 

" Then, sir," she said, with much American disgust 
in her countenance, " then, sir, farewell !" 

" Farewell !" he said, " and When this Cruel War 
is Over, pray that we may meet again !" 

" Nary !" cried Mabel, her eyes flashing warm fire, 
— "nary! None but the Brave deserve. the Sanitary 
Fair ! A man who will desert his country in its hour 
of trial would drop Faro checks into the Contribution 
Box on Sunday. I hain't Got time to tarry — ^I hain't 
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got time to stay ! — ^but here's a gift at parting : a 
White Feather : wear it into your hat !" and She was 
Gone from his gaze, like a beautiful dream. 

Stung with remorse and mosquitoes, this miserable 
young man, in a fit of frenzy, unsheathed his glitter- 
ing dry-goods scissors, cut off four yards (good mea- 
sure) of the Canada Line, and hanged himself on a 
Willow Tree. Eequiescat in Tape, His stick drifted 
to My Country 'tis of thee I and may be seen, in con- 
nexion with many others, on the stage of any New 
York theatre every night. 

The Canadians won't have any line pretty soon, 
The skedaddlers will steal it. Then the Canadians 
won't know whether they're in the United States or 
not, in which case they may be drafted. 

Mabel married a Brigadier- General, and is happy. 
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IX. 

A ROMA.NCE.— ONLY A MECHANIC. 

In a sumptuously furnished parlor in Fifth Avenue, 
New York, sat a proud and haughty belle. Her 
name was Isabel Sawtelle. Her father was a mil- 
lionaire, and his ships, richly laden, ploughed many 
a sea. 

By the side of Isabel Sawtelle sat a young man 
with a clear, beautiful eye, and a massive brow. 

" I must go," he said, " the foreman will wonder 
at my absence." 

" The foreman ?'' asked Isabel, in a tone of sur- 
prise. 

" Yes, the foreman of the shop where I work." 
Foreman — shop — work ! What ! do you work ?" 
Aye, Miss Sawtelle ! I am a cooper !" and his 
eyes flashed with honest pride. 

" What's that ?" she aSked ; " it is something 
about barrels, isn't it !" 

"Ic is!'* he said, with a flashing nostril. "And 
hogsheads." 
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** Then go !" she said, in a tone of disdain — " go 
away r 

" Ha !'* he cried, " you spurn me then, because I 
am a mechanic. Well, be it so ! though the time 
Trill come, Isabel Sawtelle^" he added, and nothing 
could exceed his looks at this moment — " when you 
will bitterly remember the cooper you now so cruelly 
cast off ! Farewell r 



Years rolled on. Isabel Sawtelle married a mise- 
rable aristocrat, who recently died of delirium tre- 
mens. Her father failed, and is now a raving maniac, 
and wants to bite little children. All her brothers 
(except one) were sent to the penitentiary for bur- 
glary, and her mother peddles clams that are stolen 
for her by little George, her only son that has his 
freedom. Isabel's sister, Bianca, rides an immoral 
^potted horse in the circus, her husband having long^ 
since been hanged for murdering his own uncle on 
his mother's side. Thus we see that it is always 
best to marry a mechanic. 
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X. 

BOSTON. 

A. W. TO HIS WIFE. 

Dear Betsy — I write you this from Boston, " the 
Modem Atkins," as it is denomyunated, altho* I 
skurcely know what those air. I'll giv you a kur- 
soory view of this city. I'll klassify the paragrafs 
under seprit headins; arter the stile of those Emblems 
of Trooth and Poority, the Washington correspong- 
dents : 

COPPS' HILL. 

The winder of my room commands a exileratin 
view of Copps' Hill, where Cotton Mather, the 
father of the Reformers and sich, lies berrid. There 
is men even now who worship Cotton, and there is 
wimin who wear him next their harts. But I do 
not weep for him. He's bin ded too lengthy. I 
aint goin to be absurd, like old Mr. Skillins, in our 
naberhood, who is ninety-six years of age, and gets 
drunk every 'lection day, and weeps Bitturly because 
he haint got no Parents. He's a nice Orphan, he is. 
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BUNKER HILL. 

Bunker Hill is over yonder in Charleston. Ij> 
1776 a tbrillin' dramy was acted out over there, ia 
which the *' Warren Combination" played star parts, 

MR. FANUEL. 

Old Mr. Fanuel is ded, but his Hall is still into 
full blarst. This is the Cradle in which the Goddess 
of Liberty was rocked, my Dear. The Goddess hasn't 
bin very well durin' the past few years, and the 
num ris quack doctors she called in didn't help her 
any ; but the old gal's physicians now are men who 
understand their bisness. Major-generally speakin*, 
and I think the day is near when she'll be able to 
take her three meals a day, and sleep nights as 
comf bly as in the old time. 

THE COMMON. 

It is here, as ushil ; and the low cuss who called 
it a Wacant Lot, and wanted to know why they 
didn t ornament it with sum Bildins', is a onhappy 
Outcast in Naponsit. 

THE LEGISLATUR. 

The State House is filled with Statesmen, but sum 
of *em wear queer hats. They buy *em, I take it, of 
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hatters who carry on hat stores down stairs in Dock 
Sqaare, and whose hats is either ten years ahead of 
the prevalin* stile, or ten years hehind it — jest as a 
intellectooal person sees fit to think about ii I 
had the pleasure of talkin' with sevril members of the 
legislatur. I told 'em the Eye of 1,000 ages was 
onto we American peple of to-day. They seemed 
deeply impressed by the remark, and wantid to know 
if I had seen the Grate Orgin ? 

HARVARD COLLEGE. 

This celebrated institootion of leamin* is pleasantly 
situated in the Bar-room of Parker's, in School street, 
and has poopils from all over the country. 

I had a letter, yes'd'y, by the way, from our 
mootual son, Artemus, Jr., who is at Bowdoin Col- 
lege in Maine. He writes that he's a Bowdoin Arab. 
& is it cum to this ? Is this Bov, as I nurtered with 
a Parent's care into his childhood's hour — is he 
goin' to be a Grate American humourist? Alars! 
I fear it is too troo. Why didn't I bind him out to 
the Patent Travellin' Vegetable Pill Man, as was 
struck with his appearance at our last County Fair, 
& wanted him to go with him and be a Pillist ? 
Ar, these Boys — they little know how the old folks 
worrit about 'em. But my father he never had no 
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occasion to wotrit about me. You know, Betsy, 
that when I fiist commenced my career as a moral 
exhibitor with a six-legged cat and a Bass dram, I 
was only a simple peasant child — sknrce 15 Sam- 
meis had flow'd o^er my yoothfol bed. Bat I had 
som mind of my own. My fiither anderstood this. 
" Go," he said — ** go, my son, and hog the pabKc !" 
(he ment, ^' knock em/' bat the old man was alios a 
little given to slang). He pat his withered ban' 
tremblinly onto my bed, and went sadly into the 
hoase. I thoaght I saw tears tricklin' down his 
venerable chin, bat it might hay' been tobacker jooee. 
He chaw'd. 

LITERATOOR. 

The Atlantic Monthly, Betsy, is a regular visitor to 
onr westun home. I like it because it has got sense. 
It don't print stories with piruts and honist young 
men into 'em, making the piruts splendid fellers 
and the honist young men dis'gree'ble idiots — so 
that our darters very nat'rally prefer the piruts to 
the honist young idiots ; but it gives us good square 
American literatoor. The chaps that write for the 
Atlantic, Betsy, understand their bisness. They can 
sling ink, they can. I went in and saw 'em. I told 
'em that theirs was a high and holy mission. They 
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seemed quite gratified, and asked me if I had seen the 
Grate Orgin. 

WHERE THE FUST BLUD WAS SPILT. 

I went over to Lexington yes'd y. My Boosum 
hoye with sollam emotions. ^' & this/' I said to a 
man who was drivin a yoke of oxen, " this is where 
our revolutionary forefathers asserted their independ- 
ence and spilt their Blud. Classic ground !" 

** Wall," the man said, " it s good for white beans 
and potatoes, hut as regards raisin' wheat, taint worth 
a dam. But hav' you seen the Orate Orgin ?*' 

THE POOTY GIRL IN SPECTACLES. 

I returned in the Hoss Cars, part way. A pooty 
girl in spectacles sot near me, and was tellin a 
young man how much he reminded her of a man she 
used to know in Waltham. Pooty soon the young 
man got out, and, smilin in a seductiv' manner, 
I said to the girl in spectacles, '* Don't I remind you 
of somebody you used to know ?'* 

" Yes,'* she said, ** you do remind me of one man, 
but he was sent to the penitentiary for stealin* a 
Barl of mackril — ^he died there, so I conclood you 
ain't himJ' I didn't pursoo the conversation. I only 
heard her silvery voice once more durin the remainder 
of (he jemey. Turnin to a respectable lookin female 
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of advanced summers, she asked her if she had seen 
the Grate OrgiD. 

We old chaps, my dear, air apt to forget that it 
is sum time since we was infants, and et lite food. 
Nothin of farther int'rist took place on the cars 
excep' a coloured gentleman, a total stranger to me, 
asked if I'd lend him my diamond Brestpin to wear to 
a funeral in South Boston. I told him I wouldn't — 
not a purpuss. 

WILD GAME. 

Altho* far from the prahayries, there is ahundans of 
wild game in Boston, such as quails, snipes, plover 
and Props. 

COMMON SKOOLS. 

A excellent skool sistim is in vogy here. John 
Slurk, my old pardner, has a little son who has only 
hin to skool two months, and yet he exhibertid his 
fathers performin' Bear in the show all last summer. 
I hope they pay partic'lar 'tention to Spelin' in these 
Skools, because if a man can't Spel wel he's of no 
'kount. 

SUMMIN* UP. 

I ment to have allooded to the Grate Orgin in this 
letter, but I haven't seen it. Mr* Reveer, whose 
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tavern I stop at^ informed me that it can be distinctly 
heard through a smoked glass in his nativ town in 
New Hampshire; any clear day. But settin the Grate 
Orgin aside (and indeed, I don't think I heard it men- 
tioned all the time I was there), Boston is one of the 
grandest, sure-footedest, clear-headedest, comfortablest 
cities on the globe. Onlike ev'ry other large city I 
was ever in, the most of the hackmen don't seem to 
hav' bin speshuUy intended by natur for the Burglery 
perfession, and it's about the only large city I know 
of where you don't enjoy a brilliant opportunity of 
bein' swindled in sum way, from the Bisin of the sun 
to the goin down thereof. There4 I say, loud and 
continnered applaus' for Boston ! 

DOMESTIC MATTERS. 

Bliss the children for me. What you tell me 'bout 
the Twins greeves me sorely. When I sent *em that 
Toy Enjine I had not contempyulated that they would 
so fur fprgit what was doo the dignity of our house 
as to squirt dish-water on the Incum Tax Collector. 
It is a disloyal act, and shows a prematoor leanin 
tords cussedness that alarms me. I send to Amelia 
Ann, our oldest dawter, sum new music, viz. : — " I 
am lonely sints My Mother-in-law Died"; "Dear 
Mother, What tho' the Hand that Spanked me in my 

L 
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CIiildhood'3 Hour is withered now ?" &c. These song 
writers, hy the way, air doin* the Mother Bisiness 
rather too mnchly. 

Tour Own Troo hnshan', 

Artemus Ward. 
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XI. 
A MORMON ROMANCE.-.EEGINALD GLOVERSON. 

Chapter I. 

THE mormon's departure. 

The morning on which Beginald Gloverson was to 
leave Great Salt Lake City with a mule-train, dawned 
beautifully. 

Eeginald Gloverson was a young and thrifty Mormon, 
with an interesting family of twenty young and hand- 
some wives. His unions had never been blessed with 
children. As often as once a year he used to go to 
Omaha, in Nebraska, with a mule-train for goods ; 
but although he had .performed the rather perilous 
journey many times with entire safety, his heart was 
strangely sad on this particular morning, and filled 
with gloomy forebodings. 

The time for his departure had arrived. The high- 
spirited mules were at the door, impatiently champing 
their bits. The Mormon stood sadly among his 
weeping wives. 

L 2 
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*' Dearest ones/' he said, " I am singalarly sad at 
heart, this morning ; hut do not let this depress yon. 
The journey is a perilous one, but — ^pshaw ! I have 
always come back safely heretofore, and why should I 
fear ? Besides, I know that every night, as I lay 
down on the broad starlit prairie, your bright faces 
will come to me in my dreams, and make my slumbers 
sweet and gentle. You, Emily, with your mild blue 
eyes; and you, Henrietta, with your splendid black 
hair; and you, Nelly, with your hair so brightly, 
beautifully golden ; and you, MoUie, with your cheeks 
BO downy ; and you, Betsy, with your wine-red lips 
— far more delicious, though, than any wine I ever 
tasted — and you, Maria, with your winsome voice ; 
and you, Susan, with your — with your — ^that is to say, 

Susan, with your and the other thirteen of you, 

each so good and beautiful, will come to me in sweet 
dreams, will you not, Dearestists ?" 

" Our own," they lovingly chimed, " we will !" 

" And so farewell !" cried Reginald. " Come to 
my arms, my own !" he said, " that is, as many of 
you as can do it conveniently at once, for I must 
away." 

He folded several of them to his throbbing breast, 
and drove sadly away. 



But he had not gone far when the trace of the 
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off-hind mule became unhitched. Dismounting, he 
essayed to adjust the trace; but ere he had fairly 
commenced the task, the mule, a singularly refractory 
animal — snorted wildly, and kicked Reginald fright- 
fully in the stomach. He arose with diflSculty, and 
tottered feebly towards his mother s house, which was 
near by, falling dead in her yard, with the remark, 

Dear Mother, I've come home to die !" 
So I see," she said ; " where's the mules ?" 

Alas! Reginald Gloverson could give no answer. 
In vain the heart-stricken mother threw herself upon 
his inanimate form, crying, " Oh, my son — my son ! 
only tell me where the mules are, and then you may 
die if you want to." 

In vain — in vain ! fieginald had passed on. 
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Chapter II. 

FUNERAL TRAPPINGS. 

The mules were never found. 

Reginalds heart-broken mother took the body 
home to her unfortunate son's widows. But before 
her arrival she indiscreetly sent a boy to Bust the 
news gently to the aflBicted wives, which he did by 
informing them, in a hoarse whisper, that their " old 
man had gone in." 
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The wives felt very badly indeed. 

" He was devoted to me," sobbed Emily. 

'^ And to me/' said Maria. 

" Yes/' said Emily, " he thought considerably of 
you, but not so much as he did of me." 

" I say he did !" 

" And I say he didn't !" 

" He did !" 

" He didn't !" 

" Don't look at me, with your squint eyes !" 

'* Don't shake your red head at me /" 

" Sisters !" said the black-haired Henrietta, " cease 
this unseemly wrangling. I, as his first wife, shall 
strew flowers on his grave." 

** No, you won't" said Susan. " I, as his last wife, 
shall strew flowers on his grave. It's my business 
to strew !" 

** You shan't, so there !" said Henrietta. 

" You bet I will !" said Susan, with a tear-sufifused 
cheek. 

**Well, as for me," said the practical Betsy, "I 
ain*t on the Strew, much, but I shall ride at the head 
of the funeral procession !" 

" Not if I've been introduced to myself, you won't," 
said the golden-haired Nelly; ** that's my position. 
You bet your bonnet-strings it is." 

" Children," said Beginald's mother, " you must do 
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some crying, you know, on the day of the funeral; 
and how many pocket-handkerchers will it take to go 
round ? Betsy, you and Nelly ought to make one do 
between you." 

" I'll tear her eyes out if she perpetuates a sob on 
my handkercher !'* said Nelly. 

Dear daughters-in-law," said Reginald's mother, 
how unseemly is this anger. Mules is five hundred 
dollars a span, and every identical mule my poor boy 
had has been gobbled up by the red man. I knew 
when my Reginald staggered into the door-yard that 
he was on the Die, but if I'd only thunk to ask him 
about them mules ere his gentle spirit took flight, it 
would have been four thousand dollars in owr pockets, 
and no mistake ! Excuse those real tears, but you've 
never felt a parent's feelin's." 

" It's an oversight," sobbed Maria. " Dont blame 
us! 



Chapter III. 

DUST TO DUST. 

The funeral passed off in a very pleasant manner, 
nothing occurring to mar the harmony of the occa- 
sion. By a happy thought of Reginald's mother the 
wives walked to the grave twenty a-breast, which 
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Tendered thai part of tbe ceiemonT thoioiiglily 

impniud. 

* * * * * 

That mgbt the twentr wires, niih heaTj hearts 
aongbt their twentj respectire cooches. But no 
Beginald occupied those twentj lespectiTe coaches — 
Beginald would never more linger all night in blissfial 
repose in those twentj respectiTe coaches — Begi- 
nalds head woald nerer more press the twentj 
respectiTe pillows of those twentj lespectiye coaches 

never, never more ! 

* * * * * 

Tn another house, not man j leagnes from the House 
of Mourning, a graj-haired woman was weeping pas- 
sionatelj. ''He died/' she cried, ''he died with- 
out sigerfjin', in anj respect, where them mules went 
to!" 



Chapter IY. 
married again. 

Two years are supposed to elapse between the 
third and fourth chapters of .this original American 
romance. 

A manly Mormon, one evcDing, as the sun was 
preparing to set among a select apartment of gold 
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and crimson cloads iu the western horizon — althoagh 
for that matter the son has a right to '^ set" where it 
wants to, and so, 1 may add, has a hen — a manly 
Mormon, I say, tapped gently at the door of the 
mansion of the late Reginald Gloverson. 

The door was opened by Mrs. Susan Gloverson. 

"Is this the hoase of the widow Gloverson ?" the 
Mormon asked. 

It is," said Sasan. 

And how many is there of she?" inquired the 
Mormon. 

''There is about twenty of her, including me," 
courteoasly returned the fair Susan. 

" Can I see her?" 

** You can." 

''Madam," he softly said, addressing the twenty 

disconsolate widows, " I have seen part of you before ! 

And althoagh I have already twenty-five wives, whom 

I respect and tenderly care for, I can truly say that I 

never felt love's holy thrill till I saw thee I Be 

mine — ^be mine !" he enthusiastically cried, " and 

we will show the world a striking illustration of the 

beanty and truth of the noble lines, only a good deal 

more so^- 

" * Twenty-one souls with a single thought. 
Twenty-one hearts that beat as one !' " 

They were united, they were ' 
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Gentle reader, does not the moral of this romance 
show that — does it not, in fact, show that however 
many there may be of a young widow woman, or 
rather does it not show that whatever number of 
persons one woman may consist of — well, never 
mind what it shows. Only this writing Mormon 
romances is confusing to the intellect. You try it 
and see. 
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xir. 

ARTEMUS WARD IN RICHMOND. 

Richmond^ Va., May — 18 d 65. 

OLONZO WARD. 

Ato^e I comments this letter from the late rebil 
capitol I desire to cimply say that I hav seen a low 
and skurrilus noat in the papers from a certin purson 
who singes hisself Olonzo Ward, & sez he is my 
berruther. I did once hav a berruther of that name, 
but I do not recugnise him now. To me he is wuss 
than ded! I took him from collige sum 16 years 
ago and gave him a good situation as the Bearded 
Woman in my Show, How did he repay me for this 
kindness ? He basely undertook (one day while in 
a Backynalian mood on rum & right in sight of the 
aujience in the tent) to stand upon his hed, whareby 
he betray'd his sex on account of his boots & his 
Beard fallin off his face, thus rooinin my prospecks 
in that town^ & likewise incurrin the seris displeasure 
of the Press, which sed boldly I was triflin' with the 
feelin's of a intelligent public. I know no such man 
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as OloDzo Ward. I do not ever wish his name 
breathed in my presents. I do not recognise bim. 
I perfectly disgast him. 

RICHMOND. 

The old man finds hisself once more in a Sunny 
climb. I cum here a few days arter the city catter- 
pillertulated. 

My naburs seemed surprised & astonisht at this 
darin' bravery onto the part of a man at my time of 
life, but our family was never know'd to quale in 
danger s stormy hour. 

My father was a sutler in the Revolootion War, 
My father once had a intervoo with Gin'ral La 
Fayette. 

He asked La Fayette to lend him five dollars, 
promisin to pay him in the Fall ; but Lafy said " he 
couldn't see it in those lamps." Lafy was French, 
and his knowledge of our langwidge was a little 
shaky. 

Immejutly on my 'rival here I perceeded to the 
Spotswood House, and callin* to my assistans a 
young man from our town who writes a good runnin* 
hand, I put my ortograph on the Kegister, and 
handin my umbrella to a bald-heded man behind the 
counter, who I s posed was Mr. Spotswood, I said, 
*' Spotsy, how does she run ?" 
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He called a cuUad parson, and said, — 

" Show the gen Iman to the cowyard, and giv' him 
cart number 1." 

" Isn't Grant here ?" I said. " Perhaps Ulyssis 
wouldn't mind my tumin' in with him." 

" Do you know the Gin ral ?" inquired Mr. 
Spotswood. 

" Wall, no, not 'zackly ; hut he'll remember me. 
His brother-in-law's Aunt bought her rye meal of my 
uncle Levi all one winter. My uncle Levi's rye 
meal was " 

" Pooh ! pooh !" said Spotsy, *' don't bother me," 
and he shuv'd mv umbrella onto the floor. Obsarvin 
to him not to be so keerless with that wepin, I ac- 
companid the African to my lodgins. 

" My brother," I sed, " air you aware that you've 
bin 'mancipated ? Do you realise how glorus it is to 
be free ? Tell me, my dear brother, does it not seem 
like some dream, or do you realise the great fact in 
all its livin' and holy magnitood ?" 

He sed he would take some gin. 

I was show'd to the cowyard and laid down under 
a one-mule cart. The hotel was orful crowded, and 
I was sorry I hadn't gone to the Libby Prison. 
Tho' I should hav' slept comf 'ble enuff if the bed- 
clothes hadn't bin pulled off me durin the night by a 
scoundrel who cum and hitched a mule to the cart 
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and druv it off. I tbus^ lost my ouverin', and my 
throat feels a little husky this momin. 

Gin'ral Hulleck offers me the hospitality of the 
city, givin me my choice of hospitals. 

He has also very kindly placed at my disposal a 
small-pox amboolance. 

UNION SENTIMENT. 

There is raly a great deal of Union sentiment in 
this city. I see it on ev'ry hand. 

I met a man to-day — I am not at liberty to tell 
his name, but he is a old and inflooentooial citizen of 
Kichmond, and sez he, '* Why ! we ve bin fightin 
agin the Old Flag ! Lor bless me, how sing'lar !" 
He then borrer'd five dollars of me and bust into a 
flood of tears. 

Sed another (a man of standin and formerly a 
bitter rebuel), " Let us at once stop this effooshun 
of Blud ! The Old . Flag is good enuff for me. 
Sir," he added, " you air from the North ! Have 
you a doughnut or a piece of custard pie about 
you?" 

I told him no, but I knew a man from Vermont 
who had just organized a sort of restaurant, where 
he could go and make a very comfortable breakfast 
on New England rum and cheese. He borrowed 
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fifty cents of me, and askin' me to send him Wm. 
Lloyd Garrison s ambrotype as soon as I got home, 
he walked off. 

Said another, '' There's bin a tremenduous Union 
feelin here from the fust. But we was kept down 
by a rain of terror. Have you a dagerretype of 
Wendell Phillips about your person? and will you 
lend me four dollars for a few days till we air once 
more a happy and united people." 

JEFF. DAVIS. 

Jeff. Davis is not pop'lar here. She is regarded 
as a Southern sympathiser. & yit I'm told he was 
kind to his Parents. She ran away from 'em many 
years ago, and has never bin back. This was showin' 
^em a good deal of consideration when we reflect 
what his conduck has been. Her captur in female 
apparel confooses me in regard to his sex, & you see 
I speak of him as a her as frekent as otherwise, & I 
guess he feels so hisself. 

E. LEE. 

Robert Lee is regarded as a noble feller. 

He was opposed to the war at the fust, and draw'd 
his sword very reluctant. In fact, he wouldn't hav' 
drawd his sword at all, only he had a large stock of 
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military clothes on hand, which he didn't want to 
waste. He sez the coloured man is right, and he 
will at once go to New York and open a Sabbath 
School for negro minstrels. 

THE CONFEDERATE ARMY. 

The surrender of R. Lee, J. Johnston, and others, 
leaves the Confedrit Army in a ruther shattered 
state. That army now consists of Kirby Smith, four 
mules, and a Bass drum, and is movin rapidly to rds 
Texis. 

A PROUD .AND HAWTY SUTHENER. 

Feelin' a little peckish, I went into a eatin' house 
to-day, and encountered a young man with. long black 
hair and slender frame. He didnt wear much 
clothes, and them as he did wear looked onhealthy. 
He frowned on me, and sed, kinder scornful, " So, 
Sir — you come here to taunt us in our hour of 
trouble, do you ?" 

" No," said I, " I cum here for hash !*' 

"Pish-haw !" he sed, sneerinly, " I mean you air ia 
this city for the purpuss of gloatin' oyer a falleu 
peple. Others may basely succumb, but as for me, I 
will neyer yield — never^ never!" 

" Hay' suthin* to eat !" I pleasantly suggested. 
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"Tripe and onions!" he sed, fiircely; then he 
added^ "I eat with you, hut I hate you. You're a 
low-lived Yankee !" 

To which I pleasantly replied, " Howl you have 
your tripe ?" 

" Fried, mudsill ! with plenty of ham-fat !" 

He et very ravenus. Poor feller ! He had lived 
on odds and ends for several davs, eatin' crackers 
that had hin turned over hy revelers in the bread- 
tray at the bar. 

He got full at last, and his hart softened a little 
toWds me. "After all," *he sed, "you hav sum 
peple at the North who air not wholly loathsum 
beasts ?*' 

" Well, yes," I sed, " we hav* now and then a man 
among us who isn't a cold-bluded scoundril. Young 
man," I mildly but gravely sed, " this crooil war is 
over, and you're lickt ! Its rather necessary for sum- 
body to lick in a good square, hvely fite, and in this 
'ere case it happens to be the United States of 
America. You fit splendid, but we was too many 
for you. Then make the best of it, & let us all 
give in and put the Bepublic on a firmer basis nor 
ever. 

"I don't gloat over your misfortins, my young 
fren*. Fur from it. Tm a old man now, & my 
hart is softer nor it once was. You see my spec- 

M 
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tacles is misten'd with suthin' very like tears. I'm 
thinkin of the sea of good rich blud that has been 
spilt on both sides in this dredful war ! I m thinkin 
of our widders and orfuns North, and of your n in the 
South. I kin cry for both. Bleeve me, my young 
&en', I kin place my old hands tenderly on the fair 
yung hed of the Virginny maid whose lover was 
laid low in the battle dust by a fed ral bullet, and say, 
as fervently and piously as a vener ble sinner like me 
kin say anythin', God be good to you, my poor dear, 
my poor dear." 

I riz up to go, & takin' my yung Southern fren 
kindly by the hand, I sed, " Yung man, adoo ! You 
Southern fellers is probly my brothers, tho' you've 
occasionally had a cussed queer way of showin' it ! 
It's o^er now. Let us all jine in and make a country 
on this continent that shall giv' all Europe the cramp 
in the stummuck ev'ry time they look at us ! Adoo, 
addoo !" 

And as I am through, I'll likewise s4y adoo to you, 
jentle reader, merely remarkin' that the Star-Spangled 
Banner is wavin' round loose agin, and that there 
don't seem to be anything the matter with the God- 
dess of Liberty beyond a slight cold. 

Artemus Ward. 
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XIII. 

ARTBMUS WAUD TO THE PRINCE OF WALES. 

Friend Wales, — ^You remember me. I saw you in 
Canady a few years ago. I remember you too. I 
seldim forgit a person. 

I beam of your marrige to the Printcis Alexan- 
dry, & ment ter writ you a congratoolatory letter at 
the time, but IVe bin bilding a bam this summer, & 
hain't had no time to write letters to folks. Excoos 
me. 

Numeris changes has tooken place since we met in 
the body politic. The body politic, in fack, is sick. 
I sumtimes think it has got biles, friend Wales. 

In my country we've got a war, while your country, 
in conjunktion with Capn Sems of the Alobarmy, 
manetanes a nootral position ! 

I'm fraid I can't write goaks when I sit about it. 
Oh no, I guess not ! 

Yes, sir, we've got a war, and the troo Patrit has 
to make sacrifisses, you bet. 

I have alreddy given two cousins to the war, & I 
stand reddy to sacrifiss my wife's brother ruther 'n 

H 2 
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not see the rebelyin krusht. And if wuss cams to 
"WU8S 111 shed evry drop of blud my able-bodid 
relations has got to prosekoot the war. I think 
sumbody oughter be prosekooted, & it may as well 
be the war as any body else. When I git a goakin 
fit onto me it's no use to try ter stop me. 

You beam' about the draft, friend Wales, no 
doubt. It caus'd sum squirmin', but it was fairly 
conducted, I think, for it hit all classes. It is troo 
that Wendill Phillips, who is a American citizen of 
African scent, 'scaped, but so did Vallandiggum, who 
is Conservativ, and who wus resuntly sent South, 
tho' he would have bin sent to the Dry Tortoogus if 
Abe had 'sposed for a minit that the Tortoogusses 
would keep him. 

We hain't got any daily paper in our town, but 
we've got a female sewin* circle, which ansers the 
same purpuss, and we wasn't long in suspents as to 
who was drafted. 

One young man who was drawd claimed to be 
exemp because he was the only son of a widow'd 
mother who supported him. A few able-bodid dead 
men was drafted, but whether their heirs will have 
to pay S hundrid dollars a peace for 'em is a ques- 
tion for Whitin', who 'pears to be tinkerin up this 
draft bizniss right smart. I hope he makes good 
wages. 
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I think most of the conscrips in this place will go. 
A few will go to Canady, stoppin on their way at 
Concord, N. H., where I understan there is a Muslum 
of Harts. 

You see I'm sassy, friend Wales, hittin' all sides ; 
hut no offense is ment. You know I ain't a politi- 
cian, and never was. I vote for Mr. Union — that's 
the only candidate I've got. I claim, howsever, to 
have a well-halanced mind ; tho' my idees of a well- 
halanced mind differs from the idees of a partner I 
once had, whose name was Billson. Billson and me 
orjanized a stroUin' dramatic company, & we played 
The Drunkard, or the Falling Saved, with a real 
drunkard. The play didn't take particlarly, and 
says Billson to me, Let's giv 'em some immoral 
dramy. We had a large troop onto our hands, 
consistin' of eight tragedians and a hass drum, but 
I says, No, Billson ; and then says I, Billson, you 
hain't got a well-balanced mind. Says he, Yes, I 
have, old hoss-fly (he was a low cuss) — yes, I have. 
I have a mind, says he, that balances in any direc- 
tion that the public rekires. That's wot I calls a 
well-halanced mind. I sold out and bid adoo to 
Billson. He is now an outcast in the State of Ver- 
mont. The miser'ble man once played Hamlet. There ^ 
wasn't any orchestry, and wishin' to expire to slow 
moosic, he died playin' on a claironett himself, inter- 
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spersed with hart-rendin' groans^ & sach is the world ! 
Alars ! alars ! how onthankfol we air to that Provi- 
dence which kindly allows ns to live and borrow 
money, and fail and do bizniss 1 

But to return to our subjeck. With our resunt 
grate triumps on the Mississippi, the Father of Waters 
(and them is waters no Father need feel 'shamed of — 
twig the wittikism ?), and the cheerin look of things 
in other places, I reckon we shan't want any Muslum 
of Harts. And what upon airth do the people of 
Concord, N. BL, want a Muslum of Harts for? 
Hain't you got the State House now ? & what more 
do you want ? 

But all this is furrin to the purpuss of this note, 
arter all. My objeck in now addressin you is to 
giv you sum adwice, friend Wales, about managin 
your wife, a bizness I've had over thirty years ex- 
perience in. 

You had a good weddin. The papers hav a good 
deal to say about " vikins" in connexion tharewith. 
Not knowings what that air and so I frankly tells 
you, my noble lord dook of the throne, I can't zackly 
say whether we had 'em or not. We was both very 
much flustrated. But I never injoyed myself better 
in my life. 

Dowtless, your supper was ahead of our'n. As 
regards eatin' uses Baldinsville was allers shaky. But 
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you can git a good meal in New York, & cheap too. 
You can get half a mackril at Delmonico's or Mr. 
Mason Dory's for six dollars, and biled pertaters 
throw'd in. 

As I sed, I manige my wife without any particler 

trouble. When I fust commenst trainin* her I in- 

stitooted a series of experiments, and them as didn't 

work I abanding'd. You d better do similer. Your 

■wife may objeck to gittin' up and bildin' the fire in 

the momin', but if you commence with her at once 

you may be able to overkum this prejoodis. I regret 

to obsarve that I didn't commence arly enuff. I 

wouldn't have you s'pose I was ever kicked out of 

bed. Not at all. I simply say, in regard to bildin' 

fires, that I didn't commence arly enuflP. It was a 

ruther cold mornin' when I fust proposed the idee to 

Betsy. It wasn't well received, and I found myself 

layin' on the floor putty suddent. I thought I git up 

and bild the fire myself. 

Of course now you're marrid you can eat onions. 
I alius did, and if I know my own hart, I alius 
will. My daughter, who is goin* on 17, and is 
frisky, says they's disgustin. And speakin of my 
daughter reminds me that quite a number of young 
men have suddenly discovered that I'm a very en- 
tertainin' old feller, and they visit us frekently, 
especially on Sunday evenins. One young chap — a 
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lawyer by habit — don't ctun as much as he did. 
My wife's father lives with us. His intelleck tot- 
ters a little, and he saves the papers containin' the 
proceedins of our State Legislater. The old gen- 
'I'nian likes to read out loud, and he reads tol'ble 
well. He eats hash freely, which makes his voice 
clear; but as he onfortnilly has to spell the most 
of his words, I may say he reads slow. Wall, 
whenever this lawyer made his appearance I would 
set the old man a-readin the Legislativ' reports. I 
kept the young lawyer up one night till 12 o'clock, 
listenin to a lot of acts in regard to a draw-bridge 
away orf in the east part of the State, havin' sent 
my daughter to bed at half-past 8. He hasn't bin 
there since, and I understan' he says I go round 
swindlin' the Public. 

I never attempted to reorganize my wife but 
once. I shall never attempt agin. I'd bin to a 
public dinner, and had allowed myself to be be- 
trayed into drinkin' several people's healths ; and 
wishin' to make 'em as robust as possible, I contin- 
uerd drinkin' their healths until my own became 
aflfected. Consekens was, I presented myself at 
Betsy's bedside late at night with consid'ble licker 
concealed about my person. I had sumhow got 
perseshun of a hosswhip on my way home, and re- 
memberin* sum cranky observations of Mrs. Ward s 
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in the momin', I snapt the whip putty lively, and, 
in a very loud voice, I said, " Betsy, you need re- 
organizing ! I have cum, Betsy," I continued — 
erackin the whip over the bed — "I have cum to 

reorganize you ! Ha-ave you per-ayed to-night ?" 
* * * * -x- 

I dreamed that night that sumbody had laid a 
hosswhip over me sev'ril conseckootiv times; and 
when I woke up I found she had. I hain't drank 
much of any thin since, and if I ever have another 
reorganizin' job on hand I shall let it out. 

My wife is 52 years old, and has alius sustaned a 
good character. She's a good cook. Her mother 
lived to a vener'ble age, and died while in the act 
of frying slap-jacks for the County Commissioners. 
And may no rood hand pluk a flour from her toom- 
stun ! We hain't got any picter of the old lady, 
because she'd never stand for her ambrotipe, and 
therefore I can't giv her likeness to the world through 
the meejum of the illusterated papers ; but as she 
wasn't a brigadier- gin'ral, particerly, I don't s'pose 
they'd publish it, any how. 

It's best to give a woman consid'ble lee- way. But 
not too much. A naber of mine, Mr. Roofus Minkins, 
was once verv sick with the fever, but his wife moved 
his bed into the door-yard while she was cleanin' 
house. I told Eoofus this wasn't the thing, 'spe- 
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cially as it was rainin' vi'lently ; but he said he 
wanted to give his wifie "a little lee-way." That 
was 2 mutch. I told Mrs, Minkins that her Eoofiis 
would die if he staid out there into the rain much 
longer ; when she said, " it shan't he my fault if he 
dies unprepared," at the same time tossin' him his 
mother's Bible. It was orful ! I stood by, however, 
and nussed him as well's I could ; but I was a putty 
wet-nuss, I tell you. 

There's varis ways of managin' a >^dfe, friend 
Wales, but the best and only safe way is to let her 
do jist about as she wants to. I 'dopted that there 
plan sum time ago, and it works like a charm. 

Eemember me kindly to Mrs. Wales, and good 
luck to you both! And as years roll by, and acci- 
dents begins to happen to you — among which I hope 
there'll be Twins — you will agree with me that 
family joys air the only ones a man can bet on with 
any certainty of winnin . 

It may interest you to know that I'm prosperin* 
in a pecoonery pint of view. I make 'bout as much 
in the course of a year as a Cab'net oflBsser does, & 
I understan' my bizniss a good deal better than sum 
of 'em do. 

Eespecks to Si Gorge & the Dragon. 

" Ever be happy." 

A. Ward. 
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XIV. . 
AFFAIRS ROUND THE VILLAGE GREEN. 

It isn't everyone who has a village green to write 
about. I have one, although I have not seen much 
of it for some years past. I am hack again, now. 
In the language of the duke who went round with 
a motto about him, " I am here !" and I fancv I am 
about as happy a peasant of the vale as ever gar- 
nished a melodrama, although I have not as yet 
danced on my village green, as the melo-dramatio 
peasant usually does on. his. It was the case when 
Eosina Meadows left home. 

The time rolls by serenely now — so serenely that 
I don't care what time it is, which is fortunate, 
because my watch is at present in the hands of 
those " men of New York who are called rioters." 
We .met by chance, the usual way — certainly not by 
appointment — and I brought the interview to a close 
with all possible despatch. Assuring them that I 
■wasn't Mr. Greely, particularly, and that he had 
never boarded in the private family where I enjoy 
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the comforts of a home^ I tendered them my watch, 
and begged they would distribate it judiciously among' 
the laboring classes, as I had seen the rioters styled 
in certain public prints. 

Why should I loiter feverishly in Broadway, 
stabbing the hissing hot air with the splendid gold- 
headed cane that was presented to me by the 
citizens of Waukegan, Illinois, as a slight testimonial 
of their esteem? Why broil in my rooms? You 
said to me, Mrs. Gloverson, when I took possession 
of those rooms, that no matter how warm it might 
be, a breeze had a way of blowing into them, and 
that they were, withal, quite countryfied ; but I am 
bound to say, Mrs. Gloverson, that there was 
nothing about them that ever reminded me, in the 
remotest degree, of daisies or new-mown hay. 
Thus, with sarcasm, do I smash the deceptive 
Gloverson. 

Why stay in New York when I had a village green ? 
I gave it up, the same as I would an intricate 
conundrum — and, in short, I am here. 

Do I miss the glare and crash of the imperial 
thoroughfare ? the milkman, the fiery, untamed 
omnibus horses, the soda fountains. Central Park, 
and those things ? Yes, I do ; and I can go on 
missing em for quite a spell, and enjoy it. 

The village from which I write to you is small. 
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It does Bot contain over forty houses^ all told ; but 
they are milk-white, with the greenest of blinds, and 
for the most part are shaded with beautiful elms and 
willows. To the right of us is a mountain — to the 
left a lake. The village nestles between. Of course 
it does. I never read a novel in my life in which the 
villages didn't nestle. Villages invariably nestle. It 
is a kind of way they have. 

We are away from the cars. The iron-horse, as my 
little sister aptly remarks in her composition On 
Nature, is never heard to shriek in our midst ; and on 
the whole I am glad of it. 

The villagers are kindly people. They are rather 
incoherent on the subject of the war, but not more 
80, perhaps, than are people elsewhere. One citizen, 
who used to sustain a good character, subscribed for 
the Weekly New York Herald, a few months since, 
and went to studying the military maps in that well- 
known journal for the fireside. I need not inform 
you that his intellect now totters, and he has mort- 
gaged his farm. In a literary point of view we are 
rather bloodthirsty. A pamphlet edition of the life of 
a cheerful being, who slaughtered his wife and child, 
and then finished himself, is having an extensive sale 
just now. 

We know little of Honors de Balzac, and perhaps 
care less for Victor Hugo. M. Class's grand search 
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for the Absolute doesn't thrill us in the least ; and 
Jean Yaljean, gloomily picking his way through the 
sewers of Paris, with the spoony young man of the 
name of Marius upon his back, awakens no interest 
in our breasts. I say Jean Yaljean picked his way 
gloomily, and I repeat it No man, under those cir- 
cumstances, could have skipped gaily. But this 
literary business, as the gentleman who married his 
colored chambermaid aptly observed, **is simply a 
matter of taste." 

The store — I must not forget the store. It is an 
object of great interest to me. I usually encounter 
there, on sunny afternoons, an old Eevolutionary 
soldier. You may possibly have read about " Another 
■Revolutionary Soldier gone," but this is one who 
hasn't gone, and, moreover, one who doesn't manifest 
the slightest intention of going. He distinctly re- 
members Washington, of course ; they all do ; but 
what I wish to call special attention to, is the fact 
that this Eevolutionary soldier is one hundred years 
old, that his eyes are so good that he can read fine 
print without spectacles — he never used them by the 
way — and his mind is perfectly clear. He is a little 
shaky in one of his legs, but otherwise he is as active 
as most men of forty-five, and his general health is 
excellent. He uses no tobacco, but for the last 
twenty years he has drunk one glass of liquor every 



Affairs round the Village Green. 175 

day — no more, do less. He says he must have his 
tod. I had begun to have lurking suspicions about 
this Bevolutionary soldier business, but here is an 
original Jacobs. But because a man can drink a 
glass of liquoi: a day, and live to be a hundred years 
(ddy my young readers must not in&r that by drinking 
two glasses of liquor a day a man can live to be two 
hundred. " Which I meanter say, it doesn't foUer," 
as Joseph Gargery might observe. 

This store, in which may constantly be found 
calico, and nails, and fish, and tobacco in kegs, and 
snuff in bladders, is a venerable establishment. As 
long ago as 1814 it was an institution. The county 
troops, on their way to the defence of Portland, then 
menaced by British ships-of-war, were drawn up in 
front of this very store, and treated at the town s 
expense* Citizens will tell you how the clergyman 
refused to pray for the troops, because he con- 
sidered the war an unholy one ; and how a some- 
what eccentric person, of dissolute habits, volun- 
teered his services, stating that he once had an 
uncle who was a deacon, and he thought he 
could make a tolerable prayer, although it was 
rather out of his line; and how he prayed so 
long and absurdly that the Colonel ordered him 
under arrest, but that even while soldiers stood 
over him with gleaming bayonets, the reckless being 
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sang a preposterous song about his grandmother's 
spotted calf, with its Ri-fol-lol-tiddery-i-do ; after 
which he howled dismally. 

And speaking of the store, reminds me of a little 
story. The author of "several successful come- 
dies " has been among lis, and the store was anxioas 
to know who the stranger was. And therefore the 
store asked him. 

" What do you follow, sir ?'' respectfully inquired 
the tradesman. 

'* I occasionally write for the stage, sir." 

" Oh !" returned the tradesman, in a confused 
manner. 

" He means," said an honest villager, with a desire 
to help the puzzled tradesman out, '^ he means that 
he writes the handbills for the stage drivers !" 

I believe that story is new, although perhaps it is 
not of an uproariously mirthful character ; but one 
hears stories at the store that are old enough, 
goodness knows — stories which no doubt diverted 
Methuselah in the sunny days of his giddy and 
thoughtless boyhood. 

There is an exciting scene at the store occasionally. 
Yesterday an athletic peasant, in a state of beer, 
smashed in a counter and emptied two tubs of 
butter on the floor. His father — a white-haired old 
man, w^ho was a little boy when the Be vole- 
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tionary war closed, but who doesn't 
Washington much, came round in the ev 
settled for the damages. " My son," he si 
considerable originality." I will mention 
same son once told me that he could licli 
one arm tied behind him, and I was so tl 
satisfied he could, that I told' him he nee 
going for a rope. 

Sometimes I go a-visiting to a farm-house, 
occasions the parlour is opened. The wind 
been close-shut ever since the last visitor v 
and there is a dingy smell that I struggle as 
possible with, until I am led to the banquet 
ing hot biscuit and custard pie. If they wc 
let me sit in the dear old-fashioned kitchen, < 
door-stone — ^if they knew how dismally the i 
furniture looked — but never mind, I am i 
former. No, I should rather think not. 

Gloomy enough, this living on a farm, you 
say, in which case you are wrong. I can't es 
that I pant to be an agriculturist, but I do Is 
in the main it is an independent, calmly hapj 
life. I can see how the prosperous farmer 
joyously a-field with the rise of the sun, and 
heart may swell with pride over bounteous 
and sleek oxen. And it must be rather jolly 
on winter evenings to sit before the bright kit 
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and watch his' rosy hoys and girls as they study out 
the charades in the weekly paper, and gradually find 
out why my first is something that grows in a garden, 
and my second is a fish. 

On the green hillside over yonder, there is a quiver- 
ing of snowy drapery, and hright hair is flashing in 
the morning sunlight It is recess, and the Seminary 
girls are running in the tall grass. 

A goodly seminary to look at outside, certainly, 
although I am pained to learn, as I do on unpreju- 
diced authority, that Mrs. Higgins, the Principal, is a 
tyrant, who seeks to crush the girls and trample upon 
them ; hut my sorrow is somewhat assuaged hy 
learning that Skimmerhorn, the pianist, is perfectly 
splendid. 

Looking at these girls reminds me that I, too, was 
once young — and where are the friends of my 
youth ? I have found one of em, certainly. 1 saw 
him ride in the circus the other day on a harehack 
horse, and even now his name stares at me from 
yonder hoard-fence, in green, and hlue, and red, and 
yellow letters. Dashington, the youth with whom I 
used to read the ahle orations of Cicero, and who, as 
a declaimer on exhibition days, used to wipe the rest 
of us hoys pretty handsomely out — well, Dashington 
is identified with the halibut and cod interest — drives 
a fish-cart, in fact, from a certain town on the coasts 
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back into the interior. Hubertson, the utterly stupid 
boy — ^the lunkhead, who never had his lesson — he's 
about the ablest lawyer a sister State can boast. Mills 
is a newspaper man, now editing a Major- General down 
South. 

Singlinson, the sweet-voiced boy, whose face was 
always washed and who was real good, and who 
was never rude — he is in the penitentiary for putting 
his uncle s autograph to a financial document. Haw- 
kins, the clergyman's son, is an actor, and Williamson, 
the good little boy who divided his bread and butter 
with the beggar-man, is a failing merchant, and 
makes money by it. Tom Slink, who used to 
smoke short-sixes and get acquainted with the little 
circus boys, is popularly supposed to be the pro- 
prietor of a cheap gaming establishment in Boston, 
where the beautiful but uncertain prop is nightly 
tossed. Be sure, the Army is represented by many 
of the friends of my youth, the most of whom have 
given a good account of themselves. But Chalmer- 
son hasnt done much. No, Chalmerson is rather 
of a failure. He plays on the guitar and sings 
love songs. Not that he is a bad man. A kinder- 
hearted creature never lived, and they say he hasn't 
yet got over crying for his curly-haired sister who 
died ever so long ago. But he knows nothing about 
business, politics, the world, and those things. He 

N 2 
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is dull at trade — indeed, it is a common remark that 
"everybody cheats Chalmerson." He came to the 
party the other evening, and brought | his guitar. 
They wouldn't have him for a tenor in the opera, 
certainly, for he is shaky in his upper notes ; but 
if his simple melodies didn't gush straight from 
the heart, why were my trained eyes wet ? And 
although some of the girls giggled, and some of the 
men seemed to pity him, I could not help fancying 
that poor Chalmerson was nearer heaven than any of 
us all ! 
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XV. 

AGRICULTURE. 

The Barclay County Agricultural Society having 
seriously invited the author of this volume to address 
them on the occasion of their next annual Fair, he 
wrote the President of that Societv as follows : 

New York, June 12, 1865. 
Dear Sir : — 

I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of 
your letter of the 5th inst., in which you invite me to 
deliver an address before your excellent agricultural 
society. 

I feel flattered, and think I will come. 

Perhaps, meanwhile, a brief history of my experi- 
ence as an agriculturalist will be acceptable ; and as 
that history no doubt contains suggestions of value to 
to the entire agricultural community, I have con- 
cluded to write to you through the Press. 

I have been an honest old farmer for some four 
years. 
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My farm is in the interior of Maine. Unfortunately 
my lands are eleven miles from the railroad. Eley^i 
miles is quite a distance to haul immense quantities 
of wheat, com^ rye, and oats ; but as I haven't any to 
haul, I do not, after all, suffer much on that account. 

My farm is more especially a grass farm. 

My neighbours told me so at first, and as an evi- 
dence that they were sincere in that opinion, they 
turned their cows on to it the moment I went off 
" lecturing." 

These cows are now quite fat. I take pride in 
t];iese cows, in fact, and am glad I own a grass farm. 

Two years ago I tried sheep-raising. 

I bought fifty lambs, and turned them loose on my 
broad and beautiful acres. 

It was pleasant on bright mornings to stroll leisurely 
out onto the farm in my dressing-gown, with a cigar in 
my mouth, and watch those innocent little lambs as 
they danced gaily o'er the hill-side. Watching their 
saucy capers reminded me of caper sauce, and it 
occurred to me I should have some very fine eating 
when they grew up to be " muttons." 

My gentle shepherd, Mr. Eli Perkins, said, " We 
must have some shepherd dogs." 

I. had no very precise idea as to what shepherd 
dogs were, but I assumed a rather profound look, and 
said — 
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** We must, Eli. I spoke to you about this some 
time ago!" 

I wrote to my old friend, Mr. Dexter H. Follett, 
of Boston, for two shepherd dogs. Mr. F. is not an 
honest old farmer himself, but I thought he knew 
about shepherd dogs. He kindly forsook far more 
important business to accommodate, and the dogs 
oame forthwith. They were splendid creatures — 
snuff-coloured, hazel-eyed, long-tailed, and shapely- 
jawed. 

We led them proudly to the fields. 

" Turn them in, Eli," I said. 

Eli turned them in. 

They went in at once, and killed twenty of my 
best lambs in about four minutes and a half. 

My friend had made a trifling mistake in the breed 
of these dogs. 

These dogs were not partial to sheep. 

Eli Perkins was astonished, and observed : 

" Waal ! da you ever ?" 

I certainly never had. 

There were pools of blood on the greensward, and 
fragments of wool and raw lamb chops lay round in 
confused heaps. 

The dogs would have been sent to Boston, that 
night, had they not rather suddenly died that after- 
noon of a throat distemper. It wasii^t a swelling of 
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the throat. It wasn't diphtheria. It was a violent 
opening of the throaty extending from ear to ear. 

Thus closed their life stories. Thus ended their 
interesting tails. 

I failed as a raiser of lambs. As a sheepist^ I was 
not a success. 

Last summer Mr. Perkins said, " I think we'd 
better cut some grass this season, sir." 

We cut some grass. 

To me the new-mown hay is very sweet and nice. 
The brilliant George Arnold sings about it, in beau- 
tiful verse, down in Jersey every summer, so does 
the brilliant Aldrich, at Portsmouth, N. H. And 
yet I doubt if either of these men know the price of 
a ton of hay to-day. But new-mown hay is really a 
fine thing. It is good for man and beast. 

We hired four honest farmers to assist us, and 
I led them gaily to the meadows. 

I was going to mow, myself* 

I saw the sturdy peasants go round once ere I 
dipped my flashing scythe into the tall green grass. 

*' Are you ready ?'* said E. Perkins. 

**I am here!" 
> " Then follow us !" 

I followed them. 

Followed them rather too closely, evidently, for 
a white-haired old man, who immediately followed 
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Mr. Perkins, called upon us to halt. Then in a low 
firm voice he said to his son, who was just ahead 
of me, ''John, change places with me. I hain't 
got long to live, anyhow. Yonder berryin' ground 
will soon have these old bones, and it's no matter 
whether I'm carried there with one leg off and 
ter*ble gashes in the other or not ! But you, John 
— you are young." 

The old man changed places with his son. A 
smile of calm resignation lit up his wrinkled face, 
as he said, ** Now, sir, I am ready !' 

" What mean you, old man ?" I said. 

''I mean that if you continner to bran'ish that 
blade as you have been bran'ishin' it, you'll slash 
h out of some of us before we're a hour older !" 

There was some reason mingled with this white- 
haired old peasant's profanity. It was true that I 
had twice escaped mowing off his son's legs, and 
his father was perhaps naturally alar/ued. 

I went and sat down under a tree. '' I never 
know'd a literary man in my life,'^ I overheard the 
old man say, '' that know'd £(nything." 

Mr. Perkins was not as valuable to me this season 
as I had fancied he might be. Every afternoon he dis- 
appeared from the field regularly, and remained about 
8on)e two hours. He said it was headache. He in- 
herited it from his mother. His mother was often 
taken in that way, and suffered a great deal. 
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At the end of the two hours Mr. Perkins would 
reappear with his head neatly done up in a large 
wet rag, and say he " felt better." 

One afternoon it so happened that I soon followed 
the invalid to the house, and as I neared the porch I 
heard a female voice energetically observe, "You 
stop !'* It was the voice of the hired girl, and she 
added, " III hoUer for Mr. Brown !" 

" Oh no, Nancy," I heard the invalid E. Perkins 
soothingly say, ** Mr. Brown knows I love you. Mr* 
Brown approves of it !" 

This was pleasant for Mr. Brown ! 

I peered cautiously through the kitchen-blinds, 
and, however unnatural it may appear, the lips of Eli 
Perkins and my hired girl were very near together. 
She said, "You shan't do," and he do-soed. She 
also said she would get right up and go away, and as 
an evidence that she was thoroughly in earnest about 

it, she remained where she was. 

» 

They are married now, and Mr. Perkins is troubled 
no more with the headache. 

This year we are planting com. Mr. Perkins 
writes me that " on accounts of no skare krows bein 
put up krows cum and digged fust crop up but soon 
got n other in. Old Bisbee who was frade youd cut 
his sons leggs of Ses you bet go and stan up in feeld 
yrself with dressin gownd on & gesses krows will 
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keep way. this made Boys in store larf. no More 
terday from 

" Yours 

*' respecful 

" Eli Perkins, 

" his letter." 

My friend Mr. D. T. T. Moore, of the Rural New 
Yorker, thinks if I " keep on" I will get in the Poor 
House in about two years. 

If you think the honest old farmers of Barclay 
County want me, I will come. 

Truly Yours, 

Charles F. Browne. 
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XVI. 

O'BOURCY'S « ARRAH-NA-POGUE." 

You axe me, sir, to sling sum ink for your paper in 
regards to the new Irish dramy at Niblo's Garding.* 
I will do it, sir. 

I knew your grandfather well, sir. Sum 16 years 
ago, while I was amoosin' and instructin' the Intel- 
lectooal peple of Cape Cod with my justly pop'lar 
Show, I saw your grandfather. He was then between 
90 years of age, but his mind was very clear. He told 
me I looked like George Washington. He sed I had 
a massiv intellect. Your grandfather was a highly 
intelligent man, and I made up my mind then that if 
I could ever help his family in any way, I'd do so. Your 
grandfather gave me sum clams and a Testament. 
He charged me for the clams, but threw in the Testa- 
ment. He was a verv fine man. 

I therefore rite for you, which insures your respecta- 
bility at once. It gives you a moral tone at the word go. 

I found myself the other night at Niblo's Garding, 
which is now, by the way, Wheatley's Garding. (I 
don't know what's becum of Nib.) I couldn't see 
much of a garding, however, and it struck me if Mr. 
Wheatley depended on it as regards raisin' things he'd 
run short of gardin' sass. [N.B. — These remarks is 
yoomerous. The older I gro' the more I want to goak.] 

I walked down the ile in my usual dignified stile, 
politely tellin' the people as I parsed along to keep 
their seats. " Don't git up for rae," I sed. One of 

* A popular theatre in New York. 



G'Bourcy's '' Arrah-na-Pogue:' 189 

the prettiest young men I ever saw in my life showed 
me into a seat, and I proceeded to while away the 
spare time by readin Thompson sBanfc-^ote Reporter 
and the comic papers. 

The ordinance was large. 

I tho't from a cursiry view, that the Finnigan Bro- 
therhood was well represented. 

There was no end of bootiful wimin and a heap of 
good clothes. There was a good deal of hair present 
that belonged on the beds of peple who didn't cum 
with it — ^but this is a ticklish subjeck for me. I larfed 
at my wife's water-fall, which indoosed that superior 
woman to take it off and heave it at me rather vilently, 
and as there was about a half bushil of it, it knockt 
me over, and giv me pains in my body which I hain't 
got over yit. 

The okistry struck up a toon, &, I asked the Usher to 
nudge me when Mr. Pogue cum out on the stage to act. 

I wanted to see Pogue, but strange to say, he didn't 
act durin' the entire evenin'. I reckin he has left 
Niblo's, and gone oviBr to Barnum's. 

Very industrious peple are the actors at Barnum's. 
They play all day and in the evenin' likewise. I 
meet 'm every momin', at 5 o'clock, going to their 
work with their tin dinner-pails. It's a sublime site. 
Many of 'em sleep on the premises. 

Arrah na Pogue was writ by Dion O'Bourcicolt & 
Edward McHouse. They rit it well. O'Bourcy has 
rit a cartload of plays himself, the most of which is 
fust-rate. 

I understand there is a large number of O'gen'lmen 
of this city who can rite better plays than O'Bourcy 
does, but somehow they don't seem to do it. When 
they do, I'll take a Box of them. 

As I remarked to the Boy who squirted peppersass 
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through a tin dinner-horn at my trained Bear (which 
it caused that feroshus animal to kick up his legs and 
howl dismal, which fond mothers fell into swoons and 
children cride to go home because fearin' the Bear 
would leaye his jungle and tear them from limb to 
limb ), and then excoosed himself (this Boy did) by 
sayin' he had done so while labourin' under a attack 
of Moral Insanity — as I sed to that thrifty yooth, 
" I alius incurridge geenyus, whenever I see it." 

It's the same with Dan Bryant. I am informed 
tliere are better Irish actors than he is, but somehow 
I'm alius out of town when they act. & so is other 
folks, which is what's the matter. 

AcK THE 1. — Glendalo by moonlite. 

Irishmen with clubs. 

This is in 1 798, the year of your birth, Mr. Editor. 

It appears a patriotic person named McGool has 
bin raisin a insurrection in the mountin districks, and 
is now goin to leave the land of his nativity for a 
tower in France. Previsly to doin so he picks the 
pockit of Mr. Michael Feeny, a gov'ment detectiv', 
which pleases the gallery very much indeed, and they 
joyfully remark " hi, hi." 

He meets also at this time a young woman who 
luvs him dearer than life, and who is, of course, re- 
lated to the gov'ment ; and jus' as the gov'ment goes 
agin him she goes for him. This is nat'ral, but not 
grateful. She sez, ** And can it be so ? Ar, tell me 
it is not so thusly as this thusness wouldst seem !" or 
w^ords to that effeck. 

He sez it isn't any other way, and they go off. 

Irish moosic by the Band. 

Mr. McCool goes and gives the money to his foster- 
sister. Miss Arrah Meelish, who is goin to shortly 
marry Shaun, the Lamp Post. Mac then alters his 
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mind about goin' over to France, and thinks he'll go 
up-stairs and lie down in the straw. This is in 
Arrah's cabin. Arrah says it's all right, me darlint, 
och hone, and shiire, and other pop lar remarks, and 
Mac goes to his straw. 

The weddin' of Shaun and Arrah comes off. 

Great excitement. Immense demonstration on the 
part of the peasantry. Barn-door jigs, and rebelyus 
song by McHouse, called " The Drinkin' of the Gin." 
Ha, what is this ? Soldiers cum in. Moosic by the 
band. "Arrah," sez the Major, "you have those 
money." She sez, " Oh, no, I guess not." He sez, 
" Oh, yes, I guess you have." " It is my own," sez 
she, and exhibits it. " It is mine," says Mr. Feeny, 
and identifies it. 

Great confusion. 

Coat it prodoosed from up-stairs. 

" Whose coat is this ?" sez the Major. 

" Is it the coat of a young man secreted in this here 
cabin ? Now this is rough on Shaun." 

His wife accoosed of theft, the circumstances bein' 
very much agin her, and also accoosed of havin' a 
hansum young man hid in her house. But does this 
bold young Hibernian forsake her ? Not much, he 
don't. But he takes it all on himself, sez he is the 
guilty wretch, and is marcht off to prison. 

This is a new idee. It is gin'rally the wife who 
suffers, in the play, for her husband ; but here's a 
noble young feller who shuts both his eyes to the ap- 
parent sinfulness of his new young wife, and takes her 
right square to his bosom. It was bootiful to me, 
who love my wife, and believe in her, and would put 
on my meetin' clothes and go to the gallus for her 
cheerfully, ruther than believe she was capable of 
taking anybody's money but mine. My marrid friends, 
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listen to me : If you treat your wives as tho* they were 
perfeck gentlemen — ^if you show 'em that you have 
entire confidence in them — believe me, they will be 
troo to you, most always. 

I was so pleased with this conduck of Shann that 
I hollered out, " Good boy 1 Come and see me !" 

*' Silence !" sum people sed. 

" Put him out !" said a sweet-scented young man, 
with all his new clothes on, and in company with a 
splendid waterfall, *' put this old fellow out !" 

** My young friend," said I, in a loud voice, "whose 
store do you sell tape in ? I might want to buy a 
yard before I go hum." 

Shaun is tried by a Military Commission. CoL 
O'Grady, although a member of the Commission, 
shows he sympathises with Shaun and twits Feeny, 
the Gov'ment witness, with being a knock-kneed thief, 
&o. &c. Mr. Stanton's grandfather was Sec y of War 
in Ireland at that time, so this was entirely proper. 

Shaun is convicted and goes to jail. Hears 
Arrah singin' outside. Wants to see her a good 
deal. A lucky thought strikes him; he opens the 
window and gets out. Struggles with ivy and 
things on the outside of the jail, and finally reaches 
her just as Mr. Feeny is about to dash a large 
wooden stone onto his bead. He throws Mr. F. into 
the river. Pardon arrives. Fond embraces. Tears 
of joy and kisses a la Pogue. Everybody much happy. 

Curtain falls. 

This is a very hasty outline of a splendid play. Go 
and see it. 

Yours, till then, 

A. Ward* 

THE END, 
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Anacreon's Odes. Paris, 1864. Didot's exquisite 

Edition, printed in very beautiful Greek characters^ with French notes^ 
each pageruled with red lines, izmo. Illustrated with 54 charmiko 
Photographs, from cx)MPosinoN8 by Qirodet, in the purest 
classical style, and of most surpassing beauty and softness. 40B. 

The original drawings cost £5,000. The volnme is, without exception, the most 
lovable book ever sent forth by a prodigal publisher. 

Now ready, New and Popular Edition, post 8vo, pp. 336, price 28., 

Anecdotes of the Green Boom and Stage; or, 

Leaves from an Actor's Note-Book, at Home and Abroad. By 
GEORGE VANDENHOFF. 

Mr. Vandenhoff, who earned for himself, both in the Old and New Worlds, the title 
of Tbs Classic Aovob, has retired Arom the Stace. His Reminiscences are extremely- 
interesting, and indnde Original Anecdotes of the Keans (father and son), the two 
Kembles, Macready, Cooke, Liston, Fanen, Elliston, Braham and his Sons, Phelps, 
Buckstone, Webster, Chas. Mathews ; Siddons, Vestris, Helen Faucit, Mrs. Misbett, 
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AN INTERESTING VOLUME TO OENEALOGHSTS AND 

ANTIQUARIES. 

Now ready, hall morocco, handsomely printed hy Whittmgfajun and 

Wilkina, price 78. 6d., 

Army Lists of the Boundheads and Cavaliers in 

the Civil War: GiviNa the Names ov all the Offxcebb in ths 
RoTAL Aia> PABM4MT8NTABY AsMiBS OF 1642^ now first reprinted 
from the comparatively unknown originals, and Edited, with Notes, 
hy EDWARD PEACOCK, F.S.A. In 4to, with elaborate floraated 
capitals. 

These most cuious Listt show on which side the gentlemen of England were to be 
found dnrine the great conflict between the King and the Parliament. As illostrations 
of County History they are exceedingly interesting. The literary antiqoary and the 
genMdogist will find much new and out-of-the-way maUer in them ; and then are but 
few families in England who cannot claim a relationship to one or other of the names 
mentioned in the Royalist or Roundhead lists. Onlt ▲ yxmr fbw copxks bavs bsbk 
MOST OAKxruLLT BEPsiifTKD OH paper that ttill gladden the heart of the lover of Choice 
Jhekt. 

Now ready, x2mo, in bioding after a pattern of the period, yery chcdcely 
printed, by Whittiogham and Wilkins, price 6s. 6d., 

THE EARLIEST KNOWN LONDON DIRECTORY. 

A Collection of the Names of the Merchants Living 

IN AND ABOUT THE CITY OF LONDON; very nsefoll and 
necessary. Carefully Collected for the Benefit of aU Dealers that 
shall have occasion with any of them, directing them at the first 
sight of their name to the place of their abode. London : Printed for 
six Leb, 1677. See Review in the TimeSj Jan. 22nd. 

This curious little volume has been reprinted verbatim from one of the only two 
copies known to be in existence. It contains an Introduction pointing out some of the 
prmcipal persons moitioned in the Ust For historical and genealogical purpoees the 
little book is of the greatest value. Herein will be found the originators of many of 
the great firms and copartnerships which have prospered through two pregnant centn-^ 
ries, and which exist some of them in nearly the same names at this day. Its most 
distinctive feature is the early severance which it marks of ^goldsmiths that keep run- 
ning cashes,' precursors of the modem bankers, from the mass of the mer^ants of 
London. Here also will be found in the general list some of tlie entertainers of the 
wits of their day ; Fountain, the father of the wealthy knight with whom Swift waa 
fhmiliar, as shown in his letters to Stella ; Kilfen, the sturdy Baptist, whom James n. 
eottld neither affright nor seduce ; Bathnrst, with Bragg his connexion, the Vandttarts,. 
Van MildertSf Ducanes, Beckfords, Papillons, Burdetts, Biddulpbs, and Holfords. Here 
are Russells, Temples, Palmers, and Horvoys, the latter near kinsman of Dr. William 
Harvey, who discovered the secret of our own circulation. Only two originals are 
known, and one of these recently produced M$o at public auction. The little book is 
curious, among other things, as containing the name of Alexander Pope, the fkther 
of the poet, among the merchants residing in Broad Street. The names of the 
Messra Hoare, the eminent bankers of Fleet Street, at the rign of the * Leathern 
Bottie'—the house, by the way, where Oliver Crom-well kept his money — oeenm in the 
Directory, as also do those of the Messrs. Child, the well-known bankers of Temple 
Bar." Onlt a. yxrt fsw oofiss bxye bbkm bex^inted on papbb kadx to Bumwiar.B 

1HB OBIOINAL. 

John Camden Hotter 74 and 75, ficcadillf^ W, 



CHEAP AND CUMIOUS BOOK&. 



Thaa day, on tinted pi^per, price 3s. 6d^ by post 3a. lod., 

Artemos Ward— His Book. Edited, with Notes 

and Introdnetion, by the Editor of the ** Bssuow Pafess.** One of 
the wittiest and eertalnly the most mirth-preToking book which has 
beoi pnbliahad for laany years. 

The author hat recently been delighting* his eoimtiTmen with lectnreson **The 
Babes Ib the Wood,* " Sixty Minuteo in AMea," and ** Life amooirtbe Mormona," and 
it is expected will ahortij- Tiaii fhia ooutfir, to take for a tfane the late Albert Smith's 
place among ns. 

** He is as clever as Thaclceray In Jeame^s dlalogae and Policeman X's ballads. . . 
There is do merriment in him; it is all dry, sparkling hvanovtr.*"— Spectator. 

** Geaoinehnmoor He is likely to take with the British paWfc''<^92bte. 

" Bryant the poet, pa|« hkn a high compIimenL .... Exceedingly amusing."— 
Pan JihU GwsttU, 

** We nerer, not eren in t!ie pagesof onr best hamorists, read anything so laoghable 
iwdso shrewd as we haTS seen In this book by themfarthftd Artemna**— i*ii6l{e OpinUcn. 

** We can heartily commend it to every one of onr nomerons readera, not an indi- 
▼idnal of whom, wo are assmred, will regret the small som expanded on It, shoold he 
become a purchaser." — We$Um Daily Ifem. 

Beeton's (Iflrs.) Book of Household Mant^ement ; 

GomprisiDg a History of the Origin, Properties, and Uses of All 
Thiogs connected with Home Life and Comfort; Information for 
Mistresses andSerrants, and Sanitaxy, Medical, and Legal Informa- 
tion. 1864. Very thick fcap. 8yq, ever 1,110 pages, woododzb 
aud pxJlTBS pbenxsd in ooi/ntbb, neady half-hound^ 58. rod. 

*«* IVDisPBiis^BUD TO xyncT HoussaoLD— containing in Itsetf, besides b^g a 
Complote GooKBRT Book, ail that is ever wanted to nfar to in HcNisekea^g; with 
a valuahle Xvosx/or Inttant Rtftmne*, 

Beijean's (P. C.) Book of Bogs; the Varieties of 

Dogs as they are found in Old Scitlftubbs, Pigtdbes, Engbatings, 

and Books. 1865. Half-morocco^ ike sides richly lettered in goldy 78. 6d. 

In this very interesting Tolmne are 52 plates, facsimiled from rare old 

Engravings, Paintings, Sculptares, &c., is which may be traced over 

100 Tarieties of Dogs known to the Ancients. 

*0* The Yolnme forms a handsome small 4to, is printed on tinted paper, and con- 
tains immerons admirable facsimiles by Mr. Beijeau. Some of the dogs, from the 
engravings by Albert Dorer, are the yeritable Scotch terriers of Leech, ao familiar to 
all readers of Punch. The book is a most pleasing and satisfactory combination of 
modern and antiquarian interest. The regnlar price of the book is los. 6d., but Mr 
Hotten can sell a copy for 7s. 6d. 

Book of Common Prayer, according to the Usage 

of the Ghxtrch of England. PXckebing's sumptuous Folio Editioit, 
Pkinted, Red and Black, in Bold Old English Lbtxeb, on the 
fiiuest vellum paper — ^A tbuly beoal volume, and one of the few books 
printed in the present century which will compare with the works of 
the early printers. Half-veUnm, very neat 'sells Mj 7s.), only 38s., 
or hound in half-morocco in the Roxhvrghe style. £2 7s. 6d. 

*«* Admirably adapted for nse in the pidpit or reading-stand. WUh lovers of Choice 
books it it not utifrequently termed the ** Cathbdbal Eozrioir.'' 

John Camden Hotten, 74 and 76, Pieeadmy, W, 
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Baron Munchansen, Aventnres de. lUiistnfted 

wnB ixo FAsriAgnc akd EznAomnuxr Wood 'EMam^wtrngM bk 
GUbTAVE DOBH 4to, cloth eleguit, 1911 6d. With * portnit at 
tho renowned Baron, and his Kotto, "Mcodace Yeritea." 
XOTHIHO CAM ■■^wjfii jsg DBOIXBn' jUTO bdmoixb ov THns WOMimcniL 

AMD UmarjJOM ILLUSnUTIOHfl. 

YORKSHIRE BIBLIOGRAPHT. " 

Now ready, 8vo, ball morocco, Tery neat, price 5a. 6d^ 

Bibliographical Account of nearly 1,500 Cniions 

and rare Books, Tiluttb, MSS., and ENOBATiiros relating to the 
HiSTOBY and Tofoorapht of Yobkshibb, collected by yix. Hotten, 
with numerous DMScaanvK Xorni, Litbbjlkt Ahbcdotbb, etc^ ilb»- 
trated with curiaut wood engravings from blocks formerly in the 
possension of tbe eccentric ions uole of Scarborough^ interleayed 
for MS. notes, additions, etc 1863. 

Only Fifty Copies bays bsen printed on thick paper, for tbe nae of Yorkshire 

Antiquaries and Topofn'spben. 

WELSH BIBLIOGRAPHY. 
Now ready, 8vo, half morocco, very neat, price 4s. 6d., 

Bibliographical Account of nearly 1,000 Curious 

and rare Books, Tbacts, MSS., and Enohavings relating to the 

History and Topografby of North and South Wales, collected by 

Mr. Hotten, with numerous Dbscriftive Notes, Litbrabt Anecdotes, 

etc., interleaTod for MS. notes, additions, etc., illustrated with curious 

wood engravings from old chap-books and ballads 

Only Fifty Coplei bare been printed on thick paper, for the nse of Welah 

Anttquarief and Topognphos. 

NEW WORK BY THE LATE DOUGLAS JERROLD. 

Brownrigg Papers, by Douglas Jerrold. Edited by 

hlg Son, BLANCHARD JERROLD. Coloured niastration by 
GEORGE ORUIKSHANE. 8vo, sells at los. 6d.; a few copies 
offered at 4s. 6d., cloth gilt. 

*»* Gontsiniiiff lome of the most characteristic pieces from the pen of the master- 
wit, now first collected. ** Henry Brownrigg" was the fayoorite nonude-plume of the 
author. A host BMTKaTAiiriMO voLuua. 

Burke's Genealogical and Heraldic History of 

EzTXNor AND DoRiCANT BARONETCIES. 1 838. 8vo. Fine Portrait 
of James /., and vpwards of 1,000 Goats of Arms, engraved on 
Wood, neatlg bounds half-morocco^ los. 6d. 

*«* An inralnable work of reference; giving the Lineags or hkaklt jl Thovsawd 
Familib*, with mlnnte and accnrate details of the alliances, fortunes, and memorable 
events of esoh generation ; the search for which, throogh pablic and private reeorts, 
occupied the Author many years. 

— ^-^— — — »Mi^—— ^— ^— ^— ■^-^-^' '■ II ^^.— ^-^^— — ^^.»^i— .^ ■ 

John Oumdtn ffoUsn, 74 and 76, PtecwHUpy TT. 
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Cambridge Slang Phrases — Gradns ad Canta- 

br^am; or. Qw.in io &« Aeadeniiad Ciatona and Ci>lkiqmai,OT Caat 
Tenia, peooliar to the Univenityof Gunbridga. Sto, wttB oolodsbd 



Withont the DhutratioiiB the book U oommoD eoongh. 

Cheke's (Sir J.) Gospel according to St. Matthew, 

and port of St. Mark's Qospol, traiuUted into Eugliah, vith Notts, 
and seven Original Letters. 8vo, new cloth, with facsimile platen, is. fid. 
Sir J. Cbeke wu Tutor u 

till eloM of till nit, ambnce 

old TnnilUlon I* siplKlnM \a thB iDtrndiicI 

This dsf, Collected Edition, olath, neat, ib. 6d. ; by post, is. 8d., 

Cornish Tales, in Prose and Verse, by J. T. Tre- 

gellBs. With a GiamiBT. 



w Conger, Montr Fatl pmd 

AN ESTRAOHDZNARY BOOK. 
BoanUfully printed, thick Sto, new half-morocoo, gilt back, 143. 6i, 

Contes Drolatiques (Droll Tales collected from the 

Abbeys of IiDTaine). Par Btizi.c With Fonr Hnndrad and Twenty- 
five MorrelloaH, EitiayagaDt, and Fantastic Woodcnts by GtiSTATB 



*«* IT^oinoBt slng^dlardeiLgiu Bver attempted by any artliL Tbia boel 

tUrn-Uiw UluibvUoni. No- Ibi rsuler li made to lolle st tbe mliliai 
mmit; than a battle uane, wltb BgbtlDg men ^mmsd In Ineitrlcabla co 
tho plcLurg becomes painful to look at, ocoqpLh bis allentlon ; nert, eomi 
ftlldwH whe would paai Ibr FJato'i flrainen, all t+urod, ha IhoDf b they hi 
tbnaaaod yean ittnlng miritm lara; then kalgbla malting lore, and U~ 

ttaeit liMn; Ihoa dreamy old Oernuu cltla,wlth iliablerla, or uCai. „ . 

tigbt and left— bat all k qnaini, k WDOdarfol, Uiat Ihs beholder coafeiMa be nari 
looked upon tbe like belOre. 
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Common Prayer, ninrtrated by Holbein and 

Albert Dnrer. FmommSab of liie Pn^er Book of Qaoea fSSubetib, 
adapliBd to the preeent Rei^ with woodrengra-vings of Albert 
DuBEB*8 ^^Life of Ghriflt," rick woodcut Border on every page of Finiit 
and Flowers ; also the DamC2B of Db4TH, a singulcarly curiovs series 
after Holbein, with Scriptural Qaotations and Proverbs in the Margisx. 
Sqr. Sto, cloth neat, exquisitely printed on tinted paper, price iob. 6d. 

This book, from the variety and qnaintness of the borders surrounding 
each page— resembling some of the beantiful early printed Missals — is 
worthy of the most elaborate binding. Few modem works sustain the 
character of a rich exterior. This volxmie, on the contrary, on account 
of the softness and beauty of the paper, appears to the greatest advan- 
tage in the most brilliant covers. Mr. Hotten has just had some copies 
bound as samples of the artistic beauty which may be displayed in binding. 

1. In dark hoboooo, vert plain and neat, with block in the 

Elizabethan sttlb impbesbbd on the sidbs, gilt edgesj 17B. 6d. 

2. In the finest polished gros-^ained Levant morocco, the back and 
sides simply but elegantly gilt, crimson, dark blue, or green, cut 
from oarefulfy'Selected skinSj the edges gilt and burnished, 30s. 

3. In a very splendid piece of dark blue morocco, admirably polished, 
the sides and back hand-tooled in gold to a very pleasing and 
original design of entwined laurel-leaves, the edges gilt, 4Ss. 6d. 

4. In rich brown morocco, blind-tooled and inlaid with red Msdtese 
crosses on the back, and elegant Latin crosses on the sides, all bor- 
dered with a fine thraad of gold, carmine edges, gauffred with a 
diaper in gold, 43s. 

5. In very choice red morocco, the sides covered with hand-tooling in 

gold of singular beauty, deUcafy, and finish, 55 s. 

6. Another, in fine open-grain crimson morocco of great beauty, 
with an inlaid monogram of very artistic design, in dark blue 
morocco, within a frame, also inlaid in dark blue, ornamented with 
hand-tooling to a veiy chaste Italian design, solid gilt edges, 63 s. 
Another, in olive morocco of a very subdued and rare tint, with 
similar monogram and border, the ec^es gilt in dull gold, 63s. 

7. A vbry sumptuous specimen of Inlaid Maioli Binding, dark blue 

morocco, with an elaborate design, inlaid in red and green morocco, 
defined with gold lines — ^reproduced from an antique volume of 
great value, £6 6a 

8. The same design, hand-tooled in gold on dark blue morocco, ^3 15s. 

9. In the Grolier style, with the peculiar and favourite interlacinga 

carried out in red and green morocco on a dark blue ground, with 
great precision and good taste, £5 ids. 

10. A similar pattern, hand-tooled with great accuracy in gold, on a 
choice piece of dark blue morocco, £3 8s. 

TkU ediiUm htu been prepaired expressly for Mr. ffatten. All the LArmst alteratioQS 
in the Common Prayer Book of our Established Church are given. Several new and 
moat coriottsly-engraved voodoat borders have been added. It is only necessary to 
remark that the old edition, without these improvements, sold for £1 la. per eopy. 

John Camden Sotten, 74 aitd 7S .PtoodOIir, W» 
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A GARLAND OF 

Christmas Carols, Ancient and Modern ; including 

several never before given in any collection. Beautifally printed by 

Whittingham, fcap. 8vo., price 49. 6d. 

%« This Garland comprises tho^e delightful Carols that for generations have 
charmed the good people of our country at the festive season. They have been col- 
lected f^m every scarce that would afford maseria1a» induding rare old broadsides, 
ballad-sheets, chap-books, and the various other kinds of street Uteratore. None have 
1>6ea included but what were genuine, and no modern addptations or imitatloDS are 
4^ven. Several of tne Legendary Carols possess all the delightftd characteristics of 
ott? ffiost admired old halites. 

€icero de Offldis, &c., &c. The exquisite Diamond 

Ttpb Edition, 48100 (sella at 6s.), only is. 6d. 

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, los, 6d. ; 
or with the sides delicately tooled, i£s. 6d. 

Costume. Picturesque Representations of the 

Dress and Manners of the English. Royal 8vo., with piptt 
COLOURED BNGRAVINGS of the various classes of English Society ffty 
years ago, half crimson morocco, Roxburghe style, vsbt scakcb, iis. 6d. 

Crests, Orders, Mitres, Crowns, Flags of all 

Nations, Choice Monograms. FAIRBAIRN'S CRESTS of the 
Families o! Great Britain and Ireland, 2 vols., large 8vo, Jine im- 
pressions on India paper of the 2,100 Engraved Crests, cloth gilt 
(sells at '£3 158.), 288. only. i860. 

A lK>ok invaluable to the Heraldic Stadent and the Genealogist, with an Appendix 
«f nil the HOTTOBS used by the Nobility, tranBlated, &c. 

. 2 vols, 4to, an extra large paper 

copy, half morocco, top edge gilt (sells at jB8 8s.) J63 183. i860. 

Dante's Divina Gommedia. The exquisite diamond 

TTPB Bumoif, 2 vols. 48010 (sells at los.), only 2s. 6d. 
Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, 21s.; 

or, with the sides delicately tooled, 25s. 

In a few days, in 8vo, handsomely printed, 

Diamonds and Precious Stones: their History, 

Value, and Properties, with simpIiB tbsts for asobrtainino theib 

kbaijtt; by H. Emancbl, F.R.G.S. With numerous illustrations, 

coloured and plain. 

^B" Althooffh thie Work is intended as a plain and practical Onide to Bnyers and 

SellOTS of Precioas Stones, the History and Literatare of the subiject have not been 

overlooked. Anecdotes of the pecaliar accidents and strange fortone which have 

attended some Jewels are Riven, and what is hoped will be found a valuable BibUo- 

graphy of the siAject is added as an Appendix at the end. 

jQlm Cmmim Hottw, 74 md 76, PictrnMUfy W. 
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THE FAMILY HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH COUNTIES. 

Now ready, in 8yo^ on tinted paper, neatiy 350 pages, very neat, 

price 58., 

Descriptive Account of Twenty Thousand most 

CURIOUS AND RARE BOOKS, Old Tracts, Anciknt Manu- 
scripts, Engravings, and Pbiyatelt Printed Family Papers, relating 
to the History of almost every Landed Estate and Old English 
Family in the Country; interspersed with nearly Two Thousand 
Original Anecdotes, Topographical and Antiquarian Notes, by JOEEX 
CAMDEN HOTTEN. 

Br TAR TOB LAROKST COLLECTION OT EkOLTBH AND WELSH TOPOORAPHT AND 

FAMn.r H18TOBT KVEB FoHKED. Eodi article has a small price affixed for tbe con- 
Tenienoe of those who may desire to possess any book or tract that interests them. 

J03r FIFTY COPIES oklt have been feinted on THICK PAPER ; these are 
interleayed with writing paper for US. additions, and bound in half-morocco, 
price I2S. 6d. 

Thick 8vo, published at £z 58., only 12s. 6d., 

Dictionary of Americanisms ; Words and Phrases 

nsnally reg^arded as peculiar to the United States. By John Russell 
Babtlett. Third and Best Edition. 

The work extends to 560 pages^ and presents to the English reader 
a body of adtnirablv-selected extracts from the humorous ana dialecttccU 
literature of the United States, 

It is a curious fact connected with Slan^r. that a great number of vnlgar words 
common In England are equally common in the United States ; and when we remember 
that America began to people two centuries ago, and that these colloquialisms must 
have crossed the sea with the first emigrants, we can form some idea of the antiquity 
of popular or street language. Many words, owing to the caprices of fashion or 
society, hare wholly disappeared in the parent connt^, whilst in the colonies t'hey are 
yet heard. The words skihk, to serve drink in company, and the old term moHiNO 
or M EBCBiKo, skulking or playinjir truant, for instance, are still in use in the United 
States, although nearly, if not quite, obsolete here. 

Now ready, only a few copies for sale, original price 5s., now offered 

at 2S. 6d., a 

Dictionary of the Oldest Words in the English 

LANGUAGE, from the Semi-Saxon Period of A.D. 1250 to 1300; 
consisting of an Alphabetical Inventory of Every Word found ik 

THB PRINTED ENGLISH LITERATURE OF THE I3TH CeNTURY, by the late 

HERBERT COLERIDGE, Secretary to the Philological Society. 
8vo, neat half-morocco. 

An invaluable work to historical students and those interested in Ilngalstic pur- 
snits. *' The present publication may be considered as the foandatlon-stone of the 
Historical and Literary Portion" of the groat Estglish Diotiohart now in prepa- 
ration by the Philological Society. ** Explanatory and etymological matter has been 
added, which, it is hoped, may render the work more generally interesting and nseftil 
than could otherwise have been the case.** 

John Camdin SotUn, 74 tmd 76* PiecttdUlv, W. 
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HERALDRY OP WALES. 

Only 50 copies printed, in msurvellous facsimile, 4to, on old Welsh paper, 

balf-morocoo, 128. 6d., 

display of Herauldry of the particular Goat Armours 

now in Use in the Six Ooontiea of North Wales, and several others 
Elsewhere; with the Names of the Faioubs, whereby any Man 
knowing from what Family he is descended may know his particular 
Arms. By JOHN REYNOLDS, of Oswestry, Antiquarian; with 

NEABLT ONE HUNDRED COAT AbMOUBS BLAZONED IN THE OLD STYLE. 

Chester, printed 1739. 

From a Unique Copy, *of priceless ralae to tlie lover of Heraldry and Genealogy. 
The work on Welth Family HUtorp iasoed privately by this aathor in the same year 
Is comparatively common, yet copies of this have realised twenty gti»nem$. A few 
copies have been taken ofT in marvellous facsimile, on old Welsh paper. They have 
cost more than the price asked. Trb owkbk CHALLSNass ant facsixilb-expest or 

ABTIBT IN THIS CODNTBT OB BL8BWHBBB TO PBODUCB ANTTHINO MOBB LIKB UNTO A 

vBiuTABLB OLD BOOK THAN THIS. Photoslncography is a shallovr pretence when com* 
pared with it. 

WINDOW TRACERY IN ENGLAND. 
8to, 300 pages, published at £i is., only 7s. 6d., 

Preeman's (Ed., M.A., Author of the " History of 

Architecture") Origin and Deyelopment of Window Tracery in 
England ; with nearly 400 Illustrations. 

Originally issued hy Mr. Parker of Oxford, to whom the antiquarian woiid is 
indebted for so many admirable works on ancient architecture. This work gives an 
interesting and minute account of tlie most beautiful or remarkable windows existing 
in old English churches, castles, family mansions, in every county of England and 
Wales. 

Pun (the Comic Weekly Journal and Rival to 

Punch), A Complete Set from its Commenoement in September, 
1 861, to September, 1864. 6 vols., 4to, hundbsds of humorous 
WOODCUTS, ^Ticy boards (soils 17s.), 18s. 

Oontains many very clever cartoons and comic woodcuts by Hathew Morgan, one 
of the most notable of our rising carieatuiists. 

Forster and Foster Family. Some Account of the 

PEDIGREE of the FORSTERS of Cold Hesledon, in the County 
Palatine of Durham. Also, the Fosters of other parts of England. 
By JOSEPH FOSTER. 4to, exquisiuly printed on Jim tinted paperf 
with Emblazoned Coat Armoxtr of the Familt of Forster, or 
Foster, izs. 6d. Sunderland^ printed i^6i, 

PRITATELT Printed for the Family, and only a veryfew eopUs. The information 
supplied is of the most reliable character, and Just tlie kind that one desires to know 
respecting departed worthies. A capital Index concludes the volume. 

John (famdin HoUen^ 71 and 76i, PiceacUUyy W. 
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AN ENTIRELY NEW BOOK OF DELIGHTFUL FAIRY TALES. 

Now ready, sqaare i2mo, handsomely printed on toned paper, in cloth, 
green and gold, price 4a. 6d. plam, 5s. 6d. coloured (by post, 6d. 
extra), 

Family Fairy Tales; or, Glimpses of Elfland at 

Heatherston fla]L Edited by OHOLMONDELEY PENNELL, 
Author of **The Naturalist Angler," "Pack on Pegasus," &c^ 
adorned with bb^uhful Pictturbs of "Mr Lobd Liox," "King 
UGGEiacuGGEB,'' and other great folks. 



00NTEMT8. 

The Great Forest 
The Legend o! the Little Flower. 
" Patch ;" or. The Smile Fauy. 
The Story of the Spring Fairies. 
A Fable with a MoraL 



My Lord Lion. 
The Blue Fish. 
King Uggermugger ; or, The 

Princess SilTcr-Silk. 
See Ma Spider Face. 

*^* This charming volume of Original Tales has been universally 
praised by the critical press. From a great many reviews the following 
notices are selected : — 

" When ehttdren have grown weary of bolsteroos play, and settled down on chair 
and footstool and mi;, round the brightly-blowing &re, BIr. Cholmondeley ^enuell's 
* Fairy TaW will make their influence felt; cheering them up to renew their Joy oaa 
laughter, and eventnally sending them to bed with a store of droll fancies and pretty 
thoughts— thoughts and fancies which they will thinlc about as they fall asleep, and 
dream about as they wake up on the following morning." — Athenmwn. 

** They fully deeenre the care which has preserved them, and in their present dress 
will afford amusement at the fireside at which they may be read. We may instance in 
particular the story of * The Blue Fish' as one of the best Fairy Tales we have seen. 
The collection is excellent; the Illustrations good." — Lwidon Review. 

"The tales are of the most charming kind we have read for a long time, and, we 
have no doubt, will cheer many a fireside. Our author is as tender as he is quaint and 
humorous, and seems to have imbil>ed the true spirit of fairy and legendary lore. The 
illustrations have our heartiest admiration. Miss Edwards works with a pencil a» 
graceful as it is fhcile." — Reader, 

In fcap. 8vo, cloth, price 38. 6d., beautifully printed, 

Gog and Magog; or, the History of the Guildhall 

Qiants. With some Account of the Giants which Guard English and 
Continental Cities. By F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS ON WOOD BY THE AUTHOR, 

COLOURED AND PLAIN. 

*«* The critiqnes which have appeared upon this amusing little work have been 
uniformly favourable. The Athenceum pronounces it a perfect model of euocessfhl 
antiquarian exposition, readable from the first line to the last, th^ Art JownuU 
devotes a considerable space to the little work, and congratulates the author upon hto 
■access. The Leadt contributes two fhll pages of eulogy-. The Builder directs its 
readers to purchase it. The Critic says, in a long article, that it thoroughly explains 
who these old Giants were, the position they occupied in popular mythology, the origin 
of theh- names, and a score of other matters, all of much interest in throwing a light 
upon fabulous portions of our history. 



John Comden ffotten, 74 and 75, PiecadiUy, W, 
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Oenealogy and Family History. Stemmata 

OHIOHELEANA ; or, A Gbnealooical Account of the Families 
derived from Thob. Chichble, of Hiqham Ferrabs, Nobthamptonshibe. 
Oxford^ 1765. With the Rabe Suffleuent, so often wanting^ con- 
taining GoBBBcnoMS and Ykbt Laboe Additions, Oxfiyrd^ i775> 
2 vols, in I, 4to. Plates of monuments, uncut, beautifully preserved, 
with rough edges, 1 78. 6d. 

%* Pbtvatklt frimtsd, compiled hy Dr. Bkkj. Bucklbb. The z vols, contain 
over 700 carefully-prepared Tablrs of Descents, Pediobees, and Gbnbaloqibs of 
FamiUes of the Nobilitt and Gentbt, in which may be found traces of the blood of 
Thos. Gbichele, of Higham Ferrars [obit. x.d. 1400], all of whom are entitled to 
become candidates for Fellowships at All Souls' College, Oxford, by virtue of their 
consanguinity to Archbishop Chichele, the founder. 

This work has long been scarce, the sitpplbment kxtbemblt so, and has generally 
brought at auctions upwards of £2. Mr. Hotten having fortunately lighted upon a 
fisw copi^ which had lain unnoticed in an old warehouse, bought them in one lot, and 
is thus enabled to offer them so much below their intrinsic value. Amongst the 
pedigrees occur the descendants of the Tbacet, Diobt, Shiblet, Knatchbull, Debing, 
Ghbehock, Sheldon, Bebtib, Fbrbers, Anstis, Stomob, Montagu, Stubs, Lxngh, 
Wild, Kent, and hundreds of other old Engush Families. 

"FAIRY BOOKS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.'' 

Grimm's Goblins ; the Best Legends of aU Nations 

and Languages. Ufwabds of 350 Stobies, with Woodcuts and Pic- 
tubes PBINTED IN CoLOUBS BT *' Phiz *' (Hohht K. Browne), 410, 
fa-ncy hoards {published at 55.), offered at zs, Sd, 

UmUKPAaSBD BT ANT OTBBB BUOK FOB ChILDBBN IN ITS VABIBTT OV AhUSINO 

STOBiBti. The Illustrations, by H. K. Bbownb, are mostly printed in Colours by 
£]>iiuxrD EyamS) and are singularly elerer and striking. 

Gray's Poems, square 12mo, the Classical Edition, 

VBBT EZQUiSfTELT Illustbated with Views by Birket Foster, and 
delightful little vignettes by Harry Rogers (sells at 58.), 3s. 6d. only. 

A PBBFECT GBK. It Is, pcrhaps, the most elegant little yolume of the kind produced 
in the present century. 

Gustave Dore. La Legende de Croque-Mitaine 

Recneillie par Ernest Lupine. 4to. Illustbated with nbablt 200 
Mabvellous, Extbavagant, and Fantastic Woodcuts. By GUS- 
TAVE DORE, 19s. 6d. 

In this mad yolume Dor^ has surpassed all his former efforts. The 

ILLUSTBATIONS ABE, WITHOUT EXCEPTION, THE MOST WONDEBFUL EYSB PUT 
INTO A BOOK. 

Homeri Ilias et Odyssea. 2 vols. The Exquisite 

Diamond Type Edition, 48 mo (sells at 123.), only 2s. 6d. 

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, 21s. , or, 

with the sides delicately tooled, 25s. 
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Hair, Whiskers, Beard, Mustaches, &G. The Whpl^ 

ART OF HAIIUDRESSING, with ample roles for ladies, women, 
-valets; directions for persons to dress their own hair, false hair, 
perfnmeiy, 4^. ; hy Jakes Stewart, the Truefitt of George lIVs time. 
1795. 8vo, pp. 435, 38. 6d. only. 

With ten most eorioiu EngraTings of Beauties and Faahlonable Beanz of the timo, 
showlaac the extraordinary Headdresses, Topknots, Pigtafla^ Loye-corls, Wigs, &c., 
then worn. 

Halliwell's TJ. 0., F.B.S.) Notes of Family Ezcur- 

SIONS IN NORTH WALES, taken from Rhyl, Ahergele, lOandndno, 
and Bagnor, small 4to, pp. 231, very choicely printed, 38. 6d. 
Chiswick PresSj i860. 

Only a Terj limited number of copies have been priyately printed by the acoom> 
pllshed author. A better man could not have been selected to visit the Northern part 
of the andeot Principality for the purpose of writing a readable book, descriptiTe tut 
its glorious scenery, Tradttiofu^ Folk-lore^ a$ni Natural Antiquities. All the Aneitnf 
Wellh CastUi, Old Houses, BilU, W<Uerf<Ms, Cawt, Cromlechs, and DruitUcal Remains 
are described. We have, also, some curious particnlars about those venerable country- 
men of ours, the old JMtuh Oianis. AvtoawB Lbobhos and Faibt Talks are also 
given, together with interesting particulars of the various ascents of Sn'owdon. It is 
an interesting book, and should be offered at los. 6d. instead of the 3s. 6d. now adced. 
Only a few eopies remain. 

THE BEST GUn)E TO HERALDRY. 

Heraldry, Historical and Popular. By Charles 

BOUTELL, M.A. Demy 8yo, with 750 Illustkaxions, 98. 66L 

** All the devices blazoned on the shield 
In their own tinct."— Idylls or thb Kore. 

It is the idm of this Habtual to inquire into the true character and right oflBce of 
Heraldry, and to describe and illustrate both its action in past times in England, 
and its present condition as it is in use amongst ourselves. 

In Uie great and general Art Revival of our own times, Hersldry now appears to 
be in the act of vindicating its title to honourable recognition as an Art-Science, that 
may be agreeably as well as advantageously studied, and very happily adapted in its 
practical application to the existing condition of things. 



Pp. 336, handsomely printed, cloth extra^ price 38. 6d., 

Holidays with Hobgoblins; or, Talk of Strange 

Things. By DUDLEY COSTELLO. With Humobous Engravings 
BT Gbobgb Cruikshank. 



Amongst the chapters may be enumerated : — 



Shaving a Ghost 

Superstitions and Traditions. 

Monsters. 

The Ghost of Pit Pond. 

Tbe Watcher of the Dead. 

The Haunted House near Hampstead. 

Dragons, GrifBns, and Salamanders. 



Alchemy and Gunpowder. 

Mother Shlpton. 

Bird History. 

Witchcraft andOld Bogney. 

CrabsL 

Lobsters, 

The Apparition of Monsieur Bodry. 
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Now ready, handsomelj printed, price is. 6d^ 

Hints on Hats, adapted to the Heads of the People, 

by HENRY MELTON, of Rdgent-street. With curious Woodcuts 
of the yarious styles of Hats worn at different periods. 

Anecdotes of eminent and Huhionable penonaget are Riren, and a fund of interest- 
ing infonnation relatlye to the History of Costume and cliange of tastes maj be foond 
scattered tlirongli its pages. 



This day, handsomely bound, pp. 550, price 7s. 6d., 

History of Playing Cards, with Anecdotes of their 

Ubb in ANdBMT and Modern Games, Conjubino, Fortune-telling, 
and Gard-Sharfino. Edited by the late Rev. Ed. S. Tatlor, B.A., 
, and others. With Sixty curious lUmtrations on toned paper. 

With Anecdotes of 

Card Revels and Blind Hookey. 
Piquet and Yxngt-bt-un. 
WmsT AND Oriitoaoe. 
Old-Fashioned Tricks. 



Skill and Sleioht of Hand. 
Gamblino and Calculation. 
GARTOMANcnr AND Oheatino. 
Old Gaices an* Gaming-houses. 



** A higUj-entertainiog Tolnme.**— If omlsflr Poti. 

Tliis most amnsing worlc, introdacing the reader to a carious chapter of oar social 
history, gives an interesting account, replete with anecdotea, of the most popalar and 
widely-known pastime which has ever been invented by man fbr his amusement A 
more instractive and entertainiag book coold not be taken in hand for a pleasant 
hoar's reading. 

Hone's Every-Day Book and Table Book; or, 

Everlaslang Calendar of Popnlar Amiuementa, Sports, Pastimes, 
Ceremonies, Manners, Cnstoxns, and Eyents, incident to each of the 
365 Days in Past and Present Times: — Teas Book of Daily 
Recreation and Information, forming a complete History of the Year, 
and a perpetual Key to the Almanack, together f onr very thick yols. 

8tO, with SETBN HUNDRED AND THIBTT WOODCUTS, Tiew cloth, good 

peeper (sells at 34&), only 240. The same in half calf, neat, 363. 

One of the most dellghtf al works that can be imagined for haif-hoor readings. Wm. 
Hone was one of the very few authors who could inyest generaUy dry safetjecta witii a 
peculiar charm that made them readable. 

I ' ■ ■ I I I ■ I ■ III I ■ - ~ I !■! I I 

How to See Scotland ; or, a Fortnight in the High- 
lands for £6, Price is. 

A plabi and practical guide. 

Hunter's (Rev. Jos., Historian of Yorkshire) Hallam- 

SHIRE GLOSSARY. Wm, Pickering, 1829. Crown 8 vo, doth, 5s. 6d. 

This book may senre as a model to all intending glossarists. Copies haye long been 
scarce. In the Appendices are contained reprints of ** Rat's Gatalooux or Woxns 
HEARn iH THB Wxsv RioiHO ov YoBKBHiRK, 1718," and *^ Waisoh's Vocabolabt aw 
Uhoommoh Words nsso nr Halivaz.'* 
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Horaoe. The Ezquisite Diamond Type EditLoii. 

48mo. Dedicated to Lord Spencer (sells at 63.), only is. 6d. 

Artistioally bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, iosl 6d. ; 
or, with the sides delicately tooled, 12s. 6d. 

Horatii Opera. Didot's Exquisite Edition, in small 

hut very kgible tupe^ with numeroub most BBAimFDL PHoroasAPHS 
FROM Paimxikqb by M. Barrias, with Views of Horace's Villa, and 

THE VABIOUB SPOTS UMORTAUBED IN HIS PoEMS. 3OS. 

Bound in ihejmest polished morocco^ exqtdsitehf Jinished and gilt, 458. ; or, 
with elaborately-tooled sides, after an ancient pattern, 558. 

The arohMolofical part it flrom an actual survey of the localities by BenoaviUe. 
This littlb Volumb is tbb most bbactiful bditiom of Hosaob bvcb Pubi.isbbo. 

EVERY HOUSEKEEPER SHOULD POSSESS A COPY. 
Now ready, in doth, price 2s. 6d., by post, zs. 8cl., the 

Housekeeper's Assistant; a Collection of the most 

valuable Recipes, carefully written down for future use, by Mrs. B— ^, 
daring her forty years' active service. 
*^* As much as two guineas has been paid for a copy of this invaluable 

little work. 
** Truly a * Hoosekeeper's Assistant.* We should think the little book would veiy 
quiokly find a place in all the housekeepers' rooms in the country. No instructions 
appear to be given but those which are of the greatest serrice to persons in the charge 
of family arrangements.**— /fftM(rti(ed N«w*. 

Jeffery's (Fred. J.) Genealogical Chart (Enlarged), 

showing all the Branches of the House of Oldenbui^, commonly 
styled Schleswig.Holstein, now living and occupying the Thrones of 
Denmark, Russia, Oldenburg, and Greece, and formerly those of 
Sweden and Norway. Price is. 6d. 

An interesting Genealogical elucidation of the recent Danish difficulty. The typo- 
graphy is exquisite, and by the adoption of variously-oolonred Inks, the whole of this 
difflemt question— in its genealogical aspect—is laid plainly before the eye of the 
student 

THE ORIGINAL EDITION OP JOE MILLER'S JESXa 1739. 

Joe Miller's Jests; or, the Wit's Vade Mecum, 

beiog a Collection of the mont Brilliant Jests, the politest Repartees, 
the most elegant Sons Mots, and most pleasant short Stories in the 
English Ijuiguage. An interesting specimen of remarkable fac- 
simile, 8yo, half morocco, old Dutch paper sides, price 9s. &d, London : 
printed by T, Bead^ 1739. 
The book is well known, or rather the Jests are, fbr the veritable Jlnt edition of Joe 
Miller is one of the rarest books in the English language. "With regard to the contents 
of Joe Miller's Jettt^ the p^ain-spoken words are neither better nor worse than thoM 
In any other similar collection of the period. It is to be regretted that the author did 
not employ expressions a little less coarse than he has done : his wit and pungency, 
howcTer, it is Impossible to deny. Only a Texy few copies of this humorous l)eok have 
beoi reproduced. 
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Letters of the Marchioness Broglio Solari, one of 

the Maids of Honour to the Princess Lamballe, &c. ; with a Sketch 
of her Life, and Recollections of Celebrated Characters. Fcap. Svo/ 
beautifully printed by Whittingham, price 2s. (Intended to have 
been sold at 58.) 

The Marchioness Broglio Solari was the natural inrand-daoRhter of Lord Hyde 
Ctorendon, and consequently one of the collateral branches of the Qaeens Mary and 
Anne, and their grandfather, the great Chancellor of England. She played an im. 
portant part in the French Revolution; was the friend of Emperors and Ptinces; 
was intimately acquainted with George the Fonrth, Burke» Sheridan, Madame de 
Stael, the Dnke of Wellington, Sir Robert Peel, Sir H. Davy, Paganini, &c., of most 
of whom she gives characteristic anecdotes. The Marchioness endured many troubles, 
waa robbed of her fortune, and for some time obtained her living as an actress at the 
theatres of London and Dublin. This work was published by an intimate flriend, and 
the entire impression (with the exception of a few copies) pa<sed into the hands of the 
family. It is believed that only 150 copies were printed. The book (by those who 
know of its existence) has always been considered as a smppreued vork. 

Linley's (Geo., the Song-Writer) Modem Hudibras ; a 

Poem, in Three Cantos. 8vo, 48. 

A rattling satirical poem, the title to which gives a very fair idea of its nature. 
Social abuses, the righs and groans of gentility, the trickeries of literature, the cash-- 
prices of art and musical criticisms, and a score of other subjects engage his satirical 
pen. 

Now ready, 8vo, price is., 

List of British Plants. Compiled and Arranged by 

ALEX. MORE, F.L.S. 

This comparative LUt <if BritUh Plant* was drawn up for the use of tiie country 
botanist, to show ihe differences in opinion which exist between different auUiors as' 
to the number of species which ought to be reckoned within the compass of the Flora 
of Great Britain. 



Second Edition, fcap. 8vo, neatly printed (price is.), only 9d., 

Macaulay, the Historian, Statesman, and Essayist : 

Anecdotes of his Life and Literary Labours, with some Account of 
his Early and Unknown Writings. 

The fine paper edition, cloth, neat, with a Photoobaphic Pobtrait 
(the only one known to have been taken) by Maull and Poltblane 
(price 2S. 6d.), a few (X)FIes only at is. 6d. 

jg^ Includes Anecdotes of Sydnbt Sxith, Moobb, Rogkim, and Lord Jsffset ; 
and gives nimierous examples of Lord Macaulay's extraordinary memory and great 
powers of conversation. 

Map of Munster (1560—80), including "ye cjrties 

Corke, Lyxneryke, Waterforde," &c., 2 feet square, with both the 
Old English and Irish Names. Coloured Facsimile, giving very 
minutely all the Places. 48. 6d. 
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Now ready, pdoe 58. ; by post, on roller, 58. 4d., 

Magna Gharta. An Exact Facsimile of the 

Original Docament, preBerved in the British Museum, very carefoHj 
drawn, and printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 wide, 
with the ksaa and Seals of the Babons elaborately EnsLAEomBS)^ 

IN QOU> AMD OOLOUB8. A D. I215. 

OoniD BT axpasM PBBiciMioir, and the only comet drawing of the Great Charter 
«fif Mm, This importaat memorial of the liberties and rights of Englishmea is 
admln^ adapted for fhuning, and would hang with propriety from the walls of ereiy 
house In the ooantry. As a guarantee to the pu'chaaer that the facsimile is exact, the 
paMlshar need only state that Sir Frederick Madden has permitted copies to hang for 

Jmblie InBpeotion upon the walls of the Manuscript Department in the British Museum. 
'X wai exeontid by Mr. Harrison, under whose auspices the splendid work on the 
Knighta of the Garter was produced some years ago. Hajidsoiult framed akd 
OLasBix, IN OAUTSD OJLK, OP AH AXTiQus PATTBRH, 2^ 6d. It it Uniform iciih the 

A Full TaAWSLAnoK, with Notes, has Just been prepared, price 6d. It has been 
▼err beautifully printed on a large ^eet of tinted paper by Messrs. Whittingham and 
WlUdna It may be framed and hung beside the original, or can be pasted at the back, 
aooordlng to the taste of the purchaser. 

Map of Ireland, 1567. Facsimile of an extremely 

ottriona and interesting old Map, about 2 feet square, giving tho- 
Namea of the different Tribes, Towns, Yillages, Castles, d;c., witii the 
Names and Territories of the yarious great Landed Proprietors in 
those days ; also the Goats of Arms of the old Irish Nobles. 4s. 6d. 

PRIVATELY PRINTED HISTORY OF THE MILLAIS FAMILY. 

Millais Family, the Lineage and Pedigree of, record- 
ing its History from 1331 to 1S65, by J. BERTRAND PAYNE, with 
Illustrations from Designs by the Author. Folio, exquisitely printed 
on toned paper, with the following Etchings, &c., price 28s. : — 

I. The M1LLAI8 Arms, Crest and Motto, exquisitely engraved by 

John Etbbbtt Millais. 
2* Arms of the Payne Family. 

3. Arms of William Henry Millais, of Kingston, Surrey. 

4. Arms of George Henry Millais. 

5* Etching of the old Keystone of the Great Entrance Arch, at Tapon,. 
S. Saviour. 

6. Pedigree of the Millais Family, with numerous engraved Coats of 
Anns, from John Millaya, of 1 331, to 1865. 

7. Arms over the Principal Entrance to Elizabeth Castle, Jersey. 

8. Tapon Farm, the ancient residence (for three centuries) of the- 

Millais Family. 

or this beautlftil rolnme only sixrr oopns have been frivatklt printbd for preseots 
to the BSTeral members of th« fiuntly. The work is magnificently boond in blue and 
gold, the Fkmr-dt49» and elght-nointed star ornamenting the sides in gilt. These ara 
beUered to be the only etchings of an Heraldic character ever desifftud and emgraoed by 
the distinguished artist of the name. 
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MedidBval Writers of English History, Gibson 

rWm. Sidney, (xuihor of the History of TynemoutKy, Remarks on the. 
A popular Sketch of the Adyantages and Pleasures deriyable from 
MoNASno LrrERA.TURE. 8yo, is. 6d. Pickering^ 1848. 

An interesting survey of the famons old English Monatiie Writers^ to wbose pens 
we are solely indebted for tbe History of England from the Invasion to the rti&i of 
Henry VIII. 



Miniatures from Manuscripts of the 14th and 

15th Centuries, Four different Collections, each containing ten of th& 

FINEST AND MOST EXQUISITB IlLITBIINATBD MINIATURE PaINTINOS KNOWN 

TO EXIST, in bright and delicate Coloubs heightened in Gold and 

Silver, 7s. 6d. each. 
Pkbpkct Gbks. The faces are equal to the finest miniatoree on ivory. The cos- 
tumes are resplendent in colour and gold. Of very great use to those whe occa- 
sionaily illuminate, as showing the vbrt hiohbst PBEFacrioN of thb ahoibitt ast. 



Monastic Buins of Yorkshire, from their Foundation 

to their Decay, by Abchdeacon Chu&ton, with magnificent Litho- 
graphs in imitation of the Original Drawings, by W. Richardson, 
2 vols., imp. folio, proof impressions, with initial letibbs ooloubed 
(published at £18 iSs), only£5 iSs. 

This imposing work is exactly similar, and in every respect equal, to the celebrated 
Sketches of the Holy Land, by David Roberts. Although it is now offered at a great 
reduction, the diillculty of reproducing the illustrations insures the work being soon 
sought after, even at a premium on the published prices 

Musee Francais et Musee Boyal ; ou, BecueU des 

Tableaux bt Bai»-Reliefs qui o<»ipo8ent les Galebies Napoleon et 
BoTALB, PAB RobqiLABD-Pebontillb et Laubbnt. Paris f 1 8 1 6-1 8. 

Both Sebibs Cokpletb, togetheb 6 Vols., atlas folio, £iS iSs. 

Now OFFBBRO AH A LOWBB PRICE TBAS ON AHT PBBTI0U8 OCOJLSIOir. The " MOSBR 

Fbahoais,** in 4 vols., was published in 80 Uvraisons at 48 francs each, being 3,840 
francs ; with the " Mus^e Boyal" the 6 vols, were published at over ^£300 ! Copies when 
sold by auction have never brought less than £50; and it is believed that the lowest 
price they have ever sold for on any previous occasion is £35. 

The work comprises upwards of 500 large plates in the finest style of Line Ek- 
OBAYiKO, from the most oblbbrated Paintings and Statues in the Worlo, with 
Descriptions and very masterly Dissertations, in French and Enolibh, on the state of 
tbe Fine Arts in various ages, Ittuairated mth VigmUes. 

It is possible that a passing apprehension that the Louvre might not always be 
allowed to ret^n the Art Treasures for which he hxid laid most of the countries of 
Europe under contribution for its choicest pieces, led Napoleon to think of forming 
this splendid series of Line Engravings, the cost of which, for engraving alone, ex- 
ceeded Hventy-fiv thousand pounds sUrUng^ defrayed mostly from the Imperial Trea- 
sury. Since the publication of these volumes many of the paintings and sculptures 
have bem claimed and restored to their rightful owners; and the dispersion of so 
many choice gems enhanc e s the value of Uie work which describes them in a collected 
form. 

Mr. ffottm keeps sets riehlif bound in haHf red morocco^ appropriately giU. 
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Musee Secret de Naples. — A most curious wwk 

in a case, pbiyatelt pbinted in PABifi, representinp some of the more 
remarkable ^^Peintures, Bronzes, Mosaiqnes,*' &c., depicting the Cere- 
monies OBSERTED AT T^E BABUBST KNOWN FOBM OF W0R8HIP. 

Pari&, MD.coc.ZL. 

The ** Secret Musenm** at Naples, from tbe extraordinarjr nature of ita contents, has 
always excited the liveliest cariosity amongst antiquaries and students. 

Mundy's (Gen.) Fen and Pencil Sketches in India ; 

or, JOURNAL OF A TOUR IN INDIA. 3rd edition, with many 
illostrations. Svo (sells at 58.), only 23. 6d. 

An exceedingly amosing and instmctive volnme, giving Eoropeana an admirable 
idea of the every-day life of a resident in India The author visited every ponioo of 
cur vast empire in company with Viscount Combermere. The hunting stories and 
exploits are admirably told. 

Nell 6wyn, the Story of, and the Sayings of 

Charles the Second, related aod collected by PETER CUNNING- 
HAM, F.S.A., small Svo, beautifully printed, with numerous woodcuts 
relating to NsLL Gwynnb, cloth gilt (sells at 6s.), 2s. 6d. 

Novum Testamentum Graecum. The exquisite 

Diamond type edition, with a beauti/ul Frontispiece of Da Vinci's 
Last Supper^ engraved kg Worthington, 48mo (sells at los. 6d.), only 28. 

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, i is. 6d. ; 
or, with the sides delicately tooled, 138. 6d. 

Ornamental Art, the Treasury of, Illustrative of 

Objects of Art and Virtii, photographed from the originals in the 
Museum of Ornamental Ark, and drawn on stone by F. Bedford, with 
descriptive notices by J. C. Robinson, F.S.A., imp. Svo, 71 plates, 
richly illuminated in colours and gold (pub. at £3 138. 6d.), elegantly 
hound in cloth extra, gilt edges, new, £1 78. 

The prejudice is gradually decaying which assigned an inferior status in Art to 
every production not a picture or a statue; and in this book a choice selection of the 
finest specimens of virth is made to combat those narrow ideas of the subject which 
are still popular. The sesthetic value and practical utility of such art is proved thus 
in a most attractive and magniBcent way. The above is one of the host kaoni. 
FiCENT volumes OF Oenamental Abt (Ancibnt Jewkxxrrt, Cabvimos in Wood 
AND IvoRT, Cabhmebe Shawls, Akcibmt-Metal Wobk, Scdlptubx, Giass- 

WOBK, &C. &C.) EVER PBOCDCED IK ABT COUNTRT. 

*»* Th€ Stones have been destroyed, and Mr, Hotten has ths few remaining copies, 

Fetrarca. The exquisite Diamond type Edition, 

^Amo. (sells at 63.), only is. 6d. Artistically bound in morocco, 
exquisite taste and neatness, ids. 6d. ; or, with the sides delicately 
128. 6d. 
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Fansie; the Last Literary Effort of Nathaniel 

HAWTHORNE. 

%« All that remainf of Hawthorne*i unfinished Romance— a little sketch full of 
that quaint and deltffhtfiil fpenlas which gave to the world **Tbe House with the 
Sereu Qables** and ** Twica-told Tales." 

Fhilobiblon. Excellent Traite sur TAmour des 

Livres, par Richard de Bury. Small 8vo, haJf-morocoOf very neaty 

SXQUISITELT PRINTED ON BIBBED PAPEB, 1 28. 6d. 1 856. 

Only a small nnmber of copies were printed. This edition contains numerous notes 
on the ancient manuscript copies existing in the old Cathedral Libraries. 

This day, ia z vols., 8vo^ very handsomely prmted, price i6s., 
THE HOUSEHOLD STORIES OF ENGLAND. 

Popular Romances of the West of England; or, the 

DROLLS OF OLD CORNWALL. Collected and Edited by 
ROBERT HUNT, F.R& 

*^* For an Analysis of this important loork see printed description^ which 

may be obtained gratis at the Publisher's. 

The Work is in Two Series. The Firtt embraces the Fabulous Aoa, or Pbk-his- 
Toaio Pbbiod ; the S9eond, Trb Romanobs and SuPBBsrrnoMs of Histobic Timbs. 
Many of these Stories are remarlcable for their wild poetic beauty ; others surprise ns 
by their quaintness ; whilst others, SRain, show forth a tragic force which can only be 
associated with Uiose rude ages which existed long before the period of authentic 
histooy. 

Mr. Qeobob Crukshank has supplied two wonderful pictures as illus- 
trations to the work. One is a portrait of Giant Bolster, a personage 
12 miles high. The perspective of this extraordinary figure is one of the 
most marvellous pieces of drawing that ever came from Cruikshank^s 
magic pencil. The artist acknowledges that it is his most daring con- 
ception. 

•^ A limited numher of proofs, on India paper^ have been struck off, 
price 7s. 6d. the two illustrations. 

THE NEW BOOK OF HUMOROUS VERSE. 

Now ready, in square 8vo, handsomely printed by Clat, cloth extra, 
full gilt (price 7s. 6d.), a few copies at 38. 6d. each. 

Fuck on Pegasus, By H. Cholmondeley Fennell. 

With NuMifRons Illustrations by John Lebch, Gboroe Cruik- 
SHANK, TxNNiKL^ ** Pmz" (Hablot E. Brownx), and Julian Portch. 

** Humorous Poetry of the genuine Ingoldsby or Bon Ganltier kind, with Pictures 
by the right Artists, is always welcomed by the reading public. The illustrations of 
*Paclc on Pegabus' are by John Leech, George Cruilohanlc, Tenniel, Phiz (Hablot K. 
Browne), and Julian Portdi, names redolent of mirth and humour."— .^ofufon Revisw. 
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Now T— dy, l^oogn> Eduioh, inHsdiiig omszneiited with poBtagB stunps, 

priea la^ hj post la^ zd, 

PostagC'Stamp CoUectiiig, a Standard Guide to ; 

Or, A Complete lAaX %i all the Postage Stsmpe known to ezial; with 
tfaeirTalneBaod Degrees of Bsritj. By Msan& BsUiABS A9I> Datie. 

iV This Sioom> Eoixioir gha mpKortb of 300 Stamps not in the 

precious issue^ 



•'A new handbook toaboot to appear, wfth fbe title, *Tke Staudord Gmide I9 
PMtm^ Stmmp C^OeeHmg^ with tiar Faiacs mad Degrwn •/ MtmrUf^ a wock apoa 
which the aathon, Mona. BeOars aid Davie^ have been engaged fi>r three yean. 
It will indode an aeconnt of the Mormon Stamp iasoed by ^righam Tonsg in 1852.* 



** rrnezceptUmaMe in tlie quality- of the paper, eleanicfls of print, &c^ it affords an 
addition to the w J ealil i e k n ow l e dg e attalnaWe by means of the study of postage 
stamps. A table of diaraeters affords the possessor an oppOTtonity of obtaining an 
acqaaintaace with tlie siiape and eoesparatiTe rarity of stampsi This inalglit into 
the markerabie ralne and aeardty of postage stanqw is a new ftatnre in books <m the 
subject. The exact words of tbt inseriptioB on the stamps Is greatly conducive to 
facility of identification, and the queer characters on the Moldarian, Rnsdan, fte», 
stamps, copied without cmr, dononstrate the extreme care with which the work 
mast have been get npi The index and mon^ taUe appended will be ftwood very 
comrenient''— ^Tke Aomp CofkOmnf Mmfofimt. 



The huhxbio Unidiowk Poem, wmrnm bt John Buntak, whilst 
confined in Bedford Jail, for the Support of his Family, entitled, 

Profitable Meditations, Fitted to Man's Different 

GONBITTON: in a Conference between Christ and a Sinner. By 
JOHN BITNTAN, Servant to the Lord Jesns Christ Small 4to, 
half-morocco, very -neat, price 'js, 6dL The few bbmadokg oopibs now 

OTVEBED ikT 4s. 6d. 

This yery interesting literary memorial of the Author of the celebrated Pflgrim*s 
Progress has been dioiedy reprinted by Wbittingham, from the only known copy 
lately diseorered by tlie publisher. It has been edited, with an IntrodoctiOD, by 
George Offor, Esq. The impresdon is limited. 

** A hij^-interesting memorial of the great allegorist*'— ^(A«»«nfm. 

Boberts' (David) Sketches of the Holy Land, Syria, 

Idmnea, Arabia, Egypt, and Nubia, with two hundred and fifty 
splendid lithographic plates, from those of Louis Hiwhe^ and Historical 
and DescriptiYe Notices by the Rev. G. CROLi, LL1.D. Uhrary 
edition, 6 toIs., 4to, bonnd in 3, gbimson moboooo oilt, gilt edges (sells 
at Xxi 218.), only £4 iSs. 

lb. 6 YOLS. HjkLF MOBOOCX), VERT NEAT, £4 4s. 

lb. 6 YOLS. In cloth, eleqant, £$ i8s. 
John Camden Sotten, 74 and 75, PieeadiOy, W, 
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This day, on toned paper, price 6d., 

Bobson; a Sketch, by Creorge Augustus Sala- 

An interesting Biography of the great Serio-Oomie Actor, with 
sketeheB of his famous characters, ^^Jem Baggs," "Boots at the 
Swan," ** The Yellow Dwrarf," " Daddy Hardacre," &c. Anecdotes of 
the old Olympic Theatre are also given, 

Bodd's Collection of Scarce and Curious Portraits^ 

to iUnstrate Grainger^s EEistory of England, forming a Sapplement to 
RichardsorCs well-known collection, above 50 plates^ faithfully copied 
from Rare Originals, 2 vols in i, 4to, half bound, neat, edges uncut^ 
LABOE PAI>EB, izs. 6d. Only. 

A very interesting collection. Many oC the portnUts are from oniqae copiee. 
ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF ROGERS' POEMS. 

Sogers' (Samuel) Poems, 1860. The Author's 

Ldzubioub Edition, with the DEUcrarFUL YiaNEiTEs of W. M. Tubmeh, 
Stoihabd, Flaxican, and othebs, Enorayed m the most delicate 
AMD moHLT-FiNisHED STYLE by FiNDEN. 8vo, with portrait and 
memoir^ fine mPKBSSiONS, cbth gilt (sells at 28s.), 8s. 6d. 

A few picked copies haye been selected and bonnd to varions patterns 
in the best morocco. 

MOBOOOO, TEST PLAIN AND NEAT, WITH A SDfPLB GOLD THBEAD ABOUND 
THE SIDES, GILT EDGES, lys. 6d. 

In POLISHED MOROOCO OF THE VERY FINEST GRAIN, WITH BEYBLLED 
BOARDS, VERY HIGHLY FINISHED, THE EDGES GILT AND BaRNIBHBD, 258. 

Now ready, in 4to, very handsomely printed, with cnrions woodcnt 
initial letters, by Whittingham and Wilkios, extra cloth, i8s.; or 
crimson morocco extra, the sides and back covered in rich flenr-de-lys, 
gold tooling, 558., 

Boll of Carlaverlock ; vdth the Arms of the Earls, 

Barons, and Knights who were present at the Siege of this 
Gastle in Scotland, 28 Edward I., a.d. 1300 ; ioclnding the Original 
Anglo-Norman Poebc, and an English Translation of the MS. in the 
British Museum ; the whole newly edited by THOMAS WRIGHT, 
Esq., M.A., F.S.A. 

A Tery handsome volame, and a delfghtfol one to lovers of Heraldry, as it is the 
4arlust blazon qf amu known to txUL **• It contains the accarate blason of above one 
hundred Knights or Bannerets of the reign of Edward I., among whom weretheKing, 
the Prince of Wales, and a greater part of the Peers of the realm ;" thus affording 
evidence of the perfect stateof the Science of Heraldry at ttiat early period. Thb asms 

ARB EXQUIBITBLT KMBLAZONED IN UOLD AMD COLOURS. 

John Camden ffotUn^ 74 and 75, fiecadiUit, W, 
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Now ready, uniform with ^ Magna Gharta,** price 58. ; by post, ; - 

on roller, 58. 4d^ 

BoU of Battle Abbey ; or, a List of the Prmcipal 

Wabbiobs who came over from Normandy with William thb 
Conqueror and 8ettled in this country, a.d. 1066-7, from Authentic 
Documents, very carefully drawn, aod printed on fine plate paper, 
nearly three feet long by two feet wide, with the Arms of the prin- 
ciFAL Barons elaborately emblazoned in gold and colours. 

A MOST CDBI0U8 DOOUXSNT, and of the greatest interest, as the descendants of 
nearly all these Norman Gonqnerors are at this moment Uring amongst us, bearing the 
old Anglo-Norman names, slightly altered, bat little dreaming of the relationship 
betwixt them and the bold warriors who fought and wonatHastingsnearly atbonaaod 
years ago. The writing, of the period, is very legible. Ifo namet are believed to be 
im thie '*BaUel Roir which are net futtf entiOed to the dittinctUm. Hanmom^lt 

VEAM&D A1H> QLAIID, DT CABVXD OAK, OV AV AMTIQUB PATTBEir, prioe aZS. 6d. 



NEW DICTIONARY OF COLLOQUIAL ENGLISH. 

Slang Dictionary; or, The Vulgar Words, Street 

Phrabbb, and ^* Fast"* Expressions of High and Low SocnsTT ; many 
with their Etymology, and a few with their History traced. WiXH 
CURIOUS illustrations. Pp. 328, in 8yo, price 63. '6d., by post, 7s. 

i9* One hundred and forty newspapers in this country alone have 
reviewed with approbation this Dictionary of Colloquial English. The 
Times deyoted three columns to explain its merits, and the little John 
0' Groafs Journal gave its modest paragraph in eulogy. *' It may be 
doubted if there exists a more amusing yolume in the English language.*' 
— Spectator. "Valuable as a work of reference." — Saturday liei'iew. 
*^Ail classes of society will find amusement and instruction in its 
pages." — Times. 



LiTBRART Slang. 
Religious Slang. 
Fabhionarle Slang. 
Military Slang. 
CiTT Slang. 
Sporting Slang. 



Uniyersitt Slang. 
Dandt Slang. 
Legal Slang. 
Theatrical Slang. 
Shopkeepers' Slang. 
Street Slang. 



*** With this work is incorporated The Didionarjf ef Modem Slang, Cant, and 
Vulgar Words, Issued by "a London Antiquarv** in 1859. The first edition of tbat 
work contained abont 3,000 words; the second, issued twelve months later, gave np- 
wards of 5,000. Both editions were reviewed by the critical press with an approval 
seldom accorded to small works of the kind. Daring the six years that have elapsed, 
t\ne compiler has gone over the field of unrecognised English once more. The entire 
subject has been resurveyed, outlying terms and phrases have been brought in, new 
street-words have been added, and better illustrations of old colloquial exprestfons 
given. The result Is the volume before the reader, which offers, for his amusement 
or instruction, nearly 10,000 words and phrases commonly deemed ** vnlgar," but whidi 
are used by the highest and lowest, the best, the wisest, as well as the worst and most 
ignorant of society. 
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Sli£tkspeare's Dramatic Works. One of a few Copies 

ON A FINE AND BBAUTIFUL PAPER, the printinQ hy Whittingham of 
Chiswickf THB lUiUSTBATiON^ BT Stothakd, wUh charming little orna- 
mental head-pieces^ half morocco.^ very neat, top edge crimsoned, contents 
lettered, 10 vols., post 8vo (sells at jE6 153., unbound), 58s. only; ©r, 
in yellow (or green) calf extra and delicately-tooled backs, £^ i8s. 
Whtptingham, 1856. 

The only really handsome and readable edition of Shakspeare, .conrenient in size 
and accurate in text, ever printed. A ehoicely-printed edition has long been a posi- 
tive want I can recommend the above in the strongest terms. Bur ▲ limited 

KCMBBRWXBa PRINTED OH THIS BRACTIFOL PAPER, WITB GLORIOUS UAROINS. 

Stokes (H. Sewell of Truro) the Vale of Lanheme, 

and other Poems, 8 to, best edition^ with numerom tinted Illustrations 

DEPICTINa THE LOYELY SCENEBY OF THE NeIGHBODBHOOD (sells at 

1 2s. 6d.), perfectly new and fresh^ in doth^ elegant, for 3s. 6d. Long- 
man, 1853. 

It was quite by accident that the publisher fell in with a few copies of this dellghtfhl 
▼olame at an exceedingly low price. In the old book market copies have been scarce 
for some time past Amongst the Illustrations may be enumerated tbe Vale op 
Larherme — NuvNERT OF lInhernr avd Church of St. Mawoan — Ancient Gross 
IN Mawoan Churchyard— TRsauRRioN Bat— The Korweoian's Rocs, and the 

ETRr. 

« 

TassOy la Gerusalemme Liberata. The exquisite 

Diamond Type Edition, 2 yols., 48mo. (sells at los.), only 2s. 

Artistically bonn4 in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, 21s. 

or, with the sides delicately tooled, 25s. 

Ten Thousand Wonderful Things, comprising the 

Mabyellous and Rare, Odd, Gubious, Quaint, Eogentrig, and 
ExTEAOBDiNARY In All Ages and Nations, in Art, Nature, and Science, 
including many Wonders of the World. By ED. FILLINGHAM 
KING, M.A. Post 8to, 684 pages, with upwards op 400 very 

INTERESTINa WOODCUTS, OOMPRISING NEARLY EVERYTHING NOTICEABLE IN 

Nature and Art, neatly half-bound morocco, cloth sides, 4s. lod. only. 

A most amnsing at the same time that it is a very instrnctive volnme. It contains 
the pith of Ifotes emd Queries^ the whole of Mr. John Timbs' labours in the world of 
literary cariosity, the essence of half-a-dozen Encyclopsedias, the marrow of such 
Journals 'as the old Penny Magaxine^ and admirable selections from the most rare, 
quaint, and marvellous books in the British Museum and elsewhere. Open the work 
at any page, and the reader is sure to be edified cmd interested-~»ad this is more than 
can be said of one book In ten thousand. 

Terentius. The exquisite Diamond Type Edition, 

48mo. (sells at 6s), only is. 6d. 
Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, 103. 6d ^ 
or, with the sides delicately tooled, i is. 6d. 
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LIFE AND ANECDOTES OF THACKERAY. 
Now ready, in post 8yo, beantifiilly printed, price 78. 6di, 

Thackeray : the Hnmonrist and the Man of Letters. 

The Story of his life and Literary LaboniB. With loma jMurtieiib^B 
of his Early Career neyer before made public By THEODORE 
TAYLOR, Esq^ Membre de la Soci^t^ desGens de Lettres. 



niMtnted with a PaowoBJipaic PoBTmAiT'(«<ie ^ <k€ motf GHABAccmino , 
ie A4HM lu» taken) bjr Eursn Edwakm^ BlA. ; Tiev of Ma. THACKSRAT'a aomB, 
boUt after a frnvoarite design of the grest Novelist's; ricsnnfca or los numwarraa, 
long noted in London Utersry drdes Cor its exquisite nestnces; and a carious little 
sluieh of bis ooat of axms, s pen snd pencil hnmoroiisly introdnced as the crest, the 
motto ** NoBiLiTAS BST SOLA TucTUflT* (Virtue it tke aole nobOitp). 

IvcLVDis AWBCDons Of the Ixmdon Literati during the past thirty yean ; aeeoant 
of the Tbaokioat faxilt, showing the origin of their connexion with Indis; Tbackb. 
bat's scbool-dats At the Charterhoase; his career at CAXsaiDex ; residence In Gaa- 
XAHT, and AaT-STODiKS nr Paxu; Uteraiy apprenticeship in London; his comieacion 
with ** Fraaer* and Maginn's staif ; his marriage ; partiality to Kensington as a place 
of residence; his publication of ** VAirrrT Faib,** and the establishment of his £une ; 
"With msoy other interesting matters connected with his literary career. 

« 

izth Thousand, beantifolly printed, i2mo, neat, is. ; by post, is. zd., 
THE CHOICEST HUMOROUS POETRY OF THE AGE. 

The Biglow Papers. By James Bussell Lowell. 

%* This BdUton ha$ been Edited trtth addUiondi Nete* expltmatorr Mf <As pereons 
and nOfffcts mentioned therein, mod it the 9nlp complete and eorreet Edition pubKthed 
ia thit eoemtrjf. 

** The eelebrated * Biglow Papers."— 7<m<i, July 25th. 

** The Rhymes are as startling and felidtons ss any in * Hudibras.* * Sam SlidE* is 
mere pretender in comparison." — BlacJtwood't Magaxine. 

" The fhn of the * Biglow Papers^ is quite equal to the ftin of the * IngQldsby Legends.' 
This is the real doggerel, the Rabelsiesque of poetry."— /Vomt. 

49* An Edition with Coloubed Illustrations bt/ Geobob Cwbtk- 
8HANK has been prepared, strongly bonnd in cloth, price 38. 6d. per copy. 

ANECDOTES OF THE "LONG PARLIAMENT" OF 1645. 

Now ready, in small 4to, half morocco, yery choicely printed by 
Whittingham, with fioreated capitals, price 7s. 6d., 

The Mystery of the Good Cause : Sarcastic Notices 

of those Members of the Long Pabliament that held Places, both 
Civil and Military, contrary to the Self-dedyiDg Ordinance of April 3, 
1645 ; with the Sums of Money and Lands they divided among them- 
selvea. 

Gives many curious particulars about the Oetmous Assembly not mentioned by his- 
torians or biographers. It has just been very carefUUy reprinted fh>m the excesnvely 
rare original. The history of almost every county in England receives some illustra^ 
tion from it. Genealogists and antiquaries will iind iu it much interesting matter. 
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GUNTER*S CONFEOTIONERY. 

Kow ready, handsomely printed, post 8yo, with numerous Illustrations, 

price 6b. 6d., 

The Modem Confectioner : a Practical Guide to the 

latest and most improved methods for making the various kinds of 
Confectionery; with the manner of Preparing and Laying out 
Desserts; adapted for Private Families or Large Establishments. 
By WILLIAM JEANES, Chief Confectioner at Messrs. Gunter's 
(Confectioners to Her Majesty), Berkeley-square. 

*«* A new and reliable work on the making of Confectionery and the Laying oat 
of DeMerta hae long been wanted. No pains have been spared to make the present 
book a useful and safe guide to all Cooks and Honsekeepers in private families or 
large establishmenta. The Name of the Chief Confectioner at the Justly-celebrated 
house of Gnnter & Co.* in Berkeley-square, is a sufficient guarantee of the usefulness 
of the book. 

'*The most important work which has been published for many years upon the art 
of making Confectionery, Pastry, and on the arrangement and general ordering of 
Desserts.**— Z)a»/jr Ifews, 

"The language is so simple that a child can with ease understand the longest 
recipes.'*-' 06«er9«r. 

** All housekeepers should have it." — Dailp Telegraph, 



Now ready, in cloth extra (only a few copies for sale), price 15s., 

The Noble and Gentlemen of England; or, Notes 

touching the Arms and Descents of the Ancient Knightly and Gentle 
Houses of England^ arranged in their respective Coanties, attempted 
hy EVELYN PHILIP SHIRLEY, Esq., M.A., F.S.A., one of the 
Knights of the Shire for the County of Warwick, 4to, handsomely 
PRINTED, pp. 32 If with numerous heraldic illustrations, 

A very interesting work on the English Families now existing, that were regularly 
established either as knightly or gentle houses before 1500. It notices also the ancient 
and present estates of these county fdmiUes. The work possesses considerable value 
to those who are Intererted in genealogical and heraldic studies. 



SHAKESPEARE'S ENGLAND. 

Thombury's (Walter) Shakespeare's England: 

Sketches of Social History in the Rbion of Elizabeth. 2 vols, 
crown 8vo. Published by LONOHAN at lis.,' only 4s. 90?., quite perfect ^ 
and newly bound in doth. 

Two most interesting and bvadablv volumes, thoroughly entering into the spirit of 
that most romantic period of English history, containing Chapters on the Strbbts of 
Old Lovdok, Maksioits and Palaces, Beab GA.BDBir3, Bartholohkw Fxib, Eliza. 

BBTHAH AHUSRUKHTS, CURIOUS DiSHBS, DrINKS, SaPBRSTITIONS, ALCHSMr, WZTOH- 
CRAFT, RRVBLS, YoUTHFUL SPORTS, ftc &C. 
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Tobacco; its History, Cultivation, UazmfBurtiirey 

and Adulterations. By ANDREW STEINMETZ. izmo, 9d. 

A enrloni little Book of nearly 200 pMrct, reUtlTe to the often-repeated qoestioii, ** IS 
SMOKING INJURIOUS TO HEALTH T 
Tbe aathor, however, epeaks eomewhat in foTonr of the habit. 

Now ready, 8vo, price is., 

Traditionary Anecdotes of Shakespeare, collected in 

Warwickshire in the year 1693, from the original MS. Edited by 
J. P. COLLIER. 

Trelawny's (E. J.) Recollections of the Last Days of 

Shelz:bt and Btbon. 8vo, Jine portrait and plate (sells at 9s.), 
only 38. 6d. 

Trelawny was the intimate companion of Byron and Shelley, and was the first to 
find the body of the latter after the unfortanate accident which was the caase of his 
•death. The book gives many particalan never before made public. 

Now ready, on toned paper, handsomely printed, price is. 6d^ 

Vere Vereker's Vengeance ; A Sensation in Several 

PAROXYSMS, BT THOMAS HOOD, idioticallt illustbaxed by 

WILLIAM BRUNTOir. 



One of the most amnslnff TOlames which have been published for a long time. 
For a piece of broad hamoor, of the hi^lyosensaUonal kind, it is pertiaps the best 
effort of Mr. Hood's pen. 

Virgilii Opera, ed. Joannis Bond. Didot's exquisite 

edition^ in small hut very legible type, with NrHEROns most beautiful 
Photoqraphb, from Paintingb hy M, Bcurias, 24mo. 35s. 

The most exquisite Classically illustrated edition of Virgil ever published. 
Choicely honnd in morocco of the finest quality, tooled and gilt in the 
most finished style, 58s.; or with elaborately tooled sides, after an 
anoient pattern, £$ 5s. 

BEST FRENCH LESSON BOOK EVER PUBLISHED. 
Ordinary price, 53., a few oopies now o£fered at 3s. 6d., 

Vocabulaire Symbolique. A Symbolic French and 

English Yocabnlary, for Students of erery age. By RAGONET. 
Blastrated by many hundred Woodcuts, ezliibiting familiar objeeta 
of every description, with French and English Explanations, thus 
stamping the French terms and phrases ind^bly on the mind. 
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Walton's Lives of Doime, Wotton, Hooker, Herbert, 

and Sanderson. 48010. The Exquisitb Diamond Ttfb Edition. 
Portraits (sells at 6s.), only is. 6d. 

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, los. 6d. ; 
or, with the sides delicately tooled, 12s. 6d. 

INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION OF 1862. 

Waring's Masterpieces of Industrial Art and Sculp- 

TDSB at the Exhibition of 1862. 3 yoi£. folio, an orioinal Sob- 
sciuber's Copt, febs-bctly clean, in Pasts (cost ^'18 18s.), i.'i2 iSs. 

The publiahers destroyed the stones on the closing of the subscription list, and no 
more copies were printed than those subscribed for. 

Now ready, price 28. ; by post, on roller, 28. 4d., 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An Exact Facsimile 

of this Important Document in the House of Lords, with the Fiftt- 
nine Sisnatubes of the Regicides, and Corresponding Seals, admi- 
rably executed on paper made to imitate the original Document, 
22 in. by 14 in. 

CloPiKO BT xxPBBfiS PBBHI88ION — King Chirles L, January 20th, 1648, was brought 
from St. James's to Sir B. Gotton'« house (now the Spealcer's residence), and was four 
days arraigned at the bar of the House of Commons by Bradsli&w, and seventy-nine 
Judges Commissioners, named for his TriaL The original document was kept in the 
Old House of Peers' Library, and being saved from the Fire, was preserved in the 
Poet's Tower, and is now under the librarian's care at the House of Lords. Some of 
the Regicides died in America, while many of the children of those executed at the 
Bestoration betook themselves to tliat country, and laid the foundations of many of 
the first families in New England. Hahosoublt fbakbd and olazbd, in ojlBvxd 

OAK, OF AN AHTIQtTB PATTEBir, 14S. 6d. 



Now ready, safe on roller, 28. ; by post, 28. 4d., 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. The 

Exact Facsimile of this Important Document, including the Signa- 
ture of Queen Elizabeth and Facsimile of the 6hreat SeS, on tinted 
paper, made to imitate the original MS 

**1 imuse and thank my God that it pleases Him to put an end by this to the many 
miseries and calamilies that they have oon^pelled me to endure ; for, since nineteen 
years up to the present moment, I have been constituted a prisoner, and very evilly 
entreated by the Queen of England, my sister, without ever having injured, as God is 
my principal witness."— ifary'« Reply to mff Lord BedU^ who t«M eommUtioned to in* 
form her qf EUzahttKs Sentence of Death. Handsohblt fbaxbd and olazbd, ur 

OABVBD OAK, 09 AN ANTIQUB PATTBEN, I4S. 6d. 

^— ' — ' — • — ■.---■----. ■ I I I 
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ANTIQUITIES OP DENMARK AND ENGLAND. 

Worsaae's Primeval Antiquities of Denmark. 

Translated and applied to the Illastration of suqlas Reicains in 
England by W. J. Thoms. 8?o. Abounding withftndy-cut Wood 
Engravings hy Jewitt. A new gopt in cloth, 38. 9d. (sells at 
I OS. 6d.) 

The history and account of Ancient Ji%,mikXK^i\A Monuubkts, Bubial lli|oim>s 
SKPnLOHBA.L STOtrss, and Fnts Beacons, its GiAirr and Faibt Lobe, offe^ many- 
curious points of resemblance to our own early history. Whilst the Antiquities of 
Rome, Greece, uid Egypt hare been carefully examined and systematically described 
by English writers, the primeyal national antiquities of the British Islands have never 
hitherto been brought into a scientific arrangement. The close connexion which in 
the old time existed between I>enmark and the British Islands renders it natural 
that British antiquaries should turn with interest to the antiquities of Denmark, 
and compare them with those of their own country. The book has long bbkk 
8OABCB. 

Now ready, with nearly 300 Drawmgs from Nature, zs. 6d. plain, 43. 

coloured by hand. The 

Young Botanist : a Popular Guide to Elementary 

Botany. By T. S. RALPH, of the Linnean Society. 

%* An excellent book for the young beginner. **The plan which has been 
adopted is as simple as the author has found it to be in his power to follow out As 
few hard names as possible have been employed, and when so used will generally be 
found accompanied with some familiar expression which can be adopted as a 
substitute. The otfjects selected as illustrations are either easy of access as specimens 
of wild plants, or are common in gardens. 

This day, neatly printed, price is. 6d., by post is. 8d., 

MENTAL EXERTION : ITS INFLUENCE ON HEALTH. 

By Dr. BRIGHAM. 

Edited, with additional Notes, by Dr. ARTHUR LEARED, 

Physician to the Great Northern Hospital. 

This is a highly-important little book, showing how far we may educate the mind 
without injuring the body. A chapter, fUll of interest, is given on the education of 
scientific and literary men, the excitement they live in, their health, and the age they 
generally attain. 

Th€ recent untimely deaths of AdmiraX FUzroy and Mr. Preaeott, whose minds gave 
way under excessive ubntal bxbbtiov, fuUy illiutraU the importance of the suiject. 
The work is not written in a dry, scienUfic style, bat is of that anecdotal and popular 
character which befits it for general perusaL 



*^* Wliere any difficulty occurs in the supply^ postage-stamps may be remitted 
direct to the PabHsher, who will forward per return. Post Office 
Orders payable at 57, Eiccadilly. Parcels to the valve of zL sent 
carriage paid to any reasonable distance, 

John Camden HoUen^ li and 76, IHceadilly, W, 



^^ The Reader it requested to mae the Jolhiving 
announcements of Nev) and Interesting Bedcs ;— 



History of Signboards, 



Earliest Times to the Present Day. 



Wilh ANECDOTES o£ FAMOUS TAVERNS, KEMARKABLB 

CHAKACTEES, Ancient MARTS t,l BUSINESS, 

COFFEE and other OLD HOUSES in th« 

Urge and small Tonna up and 

dom tfae CoQDtry. 

B; JACOB LARWOOD, lausted bj another OLD HAND. 

tW' Heu-lj 100 moat carious IllnatratioDson Wood are gi-ren, abowinff 
the Tarions old Slgna which nere tormetl; hong from TsTema and other 
hooses. 

JoiSn Camden Hotten, 74 and 75, PtModUly, W. 



IN ACTiVB PREPARATION. 



In 1 yoL, small Syo^ 

A Pedlar's Wallet By Dudley Coetello. 



Uniform ^ith tho CHOICEST JESTS, esqnisitely printed, 

Choicest Humorous Anecdotes and Short 

Stories ia the English Language. 



TTnifoim with the aboTe, exquisitely printed, The 

Choicest Epigrams in the English Lan- 

gaage. 



Uniform with the above, exquisitely printed, ^Ria 

Choicest Humorous Poetry in the English 

Language. 



The above are tho result of many years* literary toil in 
the byeways and highways of English Literature. Readers who 
found amusement in the recently-published *^ SLANG DIG- 
TIONAKT* will not regret any acquaintance they may form 
with tile above. 



John Camden HoUen^ 74 and 75, Piccadilly. 



In One Yolumo, exquisitely printed from silyer-faced tjpA, 

price 48. Gd^ 



THE CHOICEST JESTS OF 
ENGLISH WITS; 

From die Rude Jokes of Ancient Jesters to the refined 

and impromptu Witticisms of Theodore Hook and 

Douglas Jmold ; including 

THE CREAM OF JOE MILLER: 

Comprising the best Sayings, Facetious and Merry, 
which have contributed to giye to our country the name of 

Merry England. 

Selected and Edited by 

W. MOY THOMAS, Esq. 

«^ This work has been in preparation since 1858. Nearly 
500 cnrions old Jest Books and collections of famons WimciSMS 
are being examined for materials. It is belieyed that no similar 
compilation issued since the days when Jack Mottley compiled 
the book of Jests usually attributed to " Joe Miller*^ will bo 
found to excel the above for true wit and refined humour. 

^obn Camden Hotten^ 74 and 75, Piccaddiy. 



1^ 



' Non ready,' OD toned piper, buidsomely printod, price la. GJ 



A SENSATION 

SEVERAL PAROXYSMS. 
THOMAS HOOD. 

IDIOTICALLY ILLUSTKATED BY 

WILLIAM BRUNTON. 

t^ One of the most amuains volnmes wbioh have been 
puliliBhed for a, long lima. For n pidce of brotul humoDT, of 
tbo bighlf Beoaatianal kind, it is porbaps lUe beet effort of 
Ur. Hood'a pea. 

yoin CaniiUn HuUm, 74 and 7S1 Piccadilly 



